
Dear Reader, 


This month we’re delighted to welcome best selling 
author Patricia Wilson to the Scarlet list. With over 40 
romance novels to her credit, we are sure that Patricia’s 
new book will delight her existing fans and win her 
many new readers. You can also read Resolutions, the 
conclusion of Maxine Barry’s enthralling ‘All His Prey’ 
duet. And we are proud to bring you books by two 
talented new authors; Judy Jackson who hails from 
Canada and Tiffany Bond who is based in England. 

You will possibly have noticed that some of the Scarlet 
novels we publish are quite sexy, while others are 
warmer and more family oriented. Do you like this 
mix of styles and the different levels of sensuality? And 
how about locations; is it important to you where an 
author sets her Scarlet book? 

If you have written to me about Scarlet, please accept 
my thanks. I read each and every one of your letters and 
I certainly refer to your comments and suggestions 
when I am thinking about out schedules. 

Till next month. 


\Sa^Coj>a^ 


SALLY COOPER, 
Editor-in-Chief - ^carXeX 


i'iDEZVOUS 

BOOK STORE 


About the author 


Maxine Barry lives in a small Oxfordshire village on the 
edge of the Cotswolds with her disabled parents and a grey cat 
called Keats. 

She worked for five years as the Assistant College Secretary 
at Somerville College, Oxford, where she spent most of her 
free time in the extensive and famous college library before 
turning to full-time writing, 

Maxine is a skilled calligrapher, and numbers her other 
hobbies as readings walking, nature watching and avoiding 
shopping! 

Her first novel, Stolen Fire, was successful in many 
countries, including Russia and Resolutions is the latest in 
the growing list of romances she has written for Scarlet. 






CHAPTER 1 


New York, 1975 

Veronica Coltrane paused outside Ohrbach’s to 
study the fascinating window display before hurry- 
ing on to Nibbits Department Store on 68th and 
West. 

It was a freezing January morning, and as she 
waited by the crossing for the ‘Walk’ sign she blew 
into her hands to try and warm them. Without much 
success. She had thought her native home of England 
could get cold in winter, but this was new to her. 

Not that she regretted coming to America, of 
course. No, she would never, never feel regret. She 
had needed to escape from England, and all the 
hideous memories it still held for her, with a passion 
that she knew was not healthy. The knowledge of her 
own vulnerability, even after all this time, still lurked 
tmeasily at the back of her mind. 

She still had so much to do. And keeping her job 
was, at the moment, top of her list. Travis was 
relying on her. But on a cold January morning 
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she let that man so much as cross her thoughts. 
He’d been told that his son had died at birth and 
had not even bothered to check it out. No doubt he’d 
been only too happy to believe it was true. The shame 
of having a son bom in . . . such a place . , . had 
probably curled Wayne D’Arville’s fastidious lip. 
The thought was enough to make her want to 
scream or burst into tears. Quickly, she thrust the 
past away from her. 

Instead, Veronica conjured up the sight of her son 
as he’d been on the plane coming over - chemb- 
cheeked and dark-haired, with big blue eyes that had 
stared out at their new home. America. No doubt 
he’d soon be inviting his new-made little friends over 
for tea, and looking forward to going to school in the 
mornings, instead of anxiously clinging to her legs. 

No, she had no worries on her son’s behalf. She 
couldn’t help but be grateful that he’d inherited only 
his father’s eyes, not his cold, ruthless heart. 

Running part of the way saved her more time, and 
as she pushed open the swing doors of the gigantic 
shopping precinct it was just coming up to nine a.m. 

She had worked at Nibbits for the past two 
months, and she quickly made her way across the 
grey-flecked carpet that lined the vast acreages of 
floorspace. Her own little niche in the giant store was 
on the cosmetics/pharmacy floor, and as she ap- 
proached the colourful counter, lined with exquisite 
crystal perfume bottles, she pulled off her warm 
brown serge coat. She’d found it at a rummage sale 
just two days after arriving in New York, and 
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although it was old it was of an elegant cut and just 
about passed muster on the Nibbits Dress Code for 
employees. But she wasn’t sure how much longer it 
would last, and the thought of the expense of a new 
coat was enough to push her heart into her boots. She 
was managing her budget on a precarious shoestring 
as it was. 


‘You’re cutting it fine, aren’t you?’ Julie Preston, 
her ever-cheerfiil fellow worker, said with a knowing 
wink as Veronica lifted the wooden bar on the 
counter and closed it behind her. 


I know. I was up all night; Travis had a restless 
night. I only hope he behaves himself at school today. 
The last thing I need is a phone call asking me to 
come and pick him up. Old man Howard would have 
a fit if I had to have so much as an hour off ’ 

Julie gave a sympathetic shrug, then groaned as the 
uvo-mmute warning bell sounded. Soon they’d be 
inundated with matrons looking for something ‘dif- 
ferent , teenage girls trying to sneak samples of Joy 
perfume, and the inevitable light-fingered profes- 
smnal shoplifter or two. ‘You have to have Tyes in 

place,’ Julie had 

old her the first day she’d started, and Veronica had 
soon understood what she meant 

Now, Veronica quickly turned to one of the laree 
Cota^ Who 
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at Nottinghamshire Open Prison for Women and a 
further six months at Holloway. 

Had it really been five years ago? It seemed as if it 
were only yesterday ... 

She could still hear the bell ringing at six o’clock in 
the morning, and the muttering sounds of discon- 
tented voices. In her dreams, the sound of keys 
turning in endless locks chased her through restless 
nights. She could still remember queueing to ‘slop 
out’. And queueing for breakfast. And queueing in 
work lines. Her whole world had consisted of queue- 
ing in a relentless place that existed in shades of grey. 

It was not surprising diat she had lost weight so 
drastically in prison after giving birth to Travis. 

She’d suffered badly from post-natal depression 
and had quickly slipped down to a dangerous six 
stones. Even though she had regained a few pounds 
during the five years she’d lived with her father in 
their Reading semi, her figure was still pencil-slim. 
But her breasts were well-rounded, no doubt as a 
legacy of breast-feeding her son. 

Veronica felt guilty at lying to the recruiting officer 
at Nibbits, but she knew she’d never be hired if she 
was honest about her past. And she didn’t think the 
store had been the loser by it. She was now the top 
saleswoman on the floor. 

Anxiously, she turned to a side view in the mirror. 
The dress she wore was also second-hand, for money 
was perpetually tight, but it was simple, black, and 
suited her. 

Her cap of sleek black hair gave her a distinctly 




she had immediately written back. A long and life- 
saving correspondence had resulted, with every two 
days of her sentence seeing her receive a long, 
cheerful and chatty letter. Those letters had enabled 
her to keep a grip on reality in that grim and awful 
place. 

Even now, whenever a door opened or closed; 
Veronica could still hear the echo of the clanging 
of heavy doors. Every time she saw a picture of £ 
particularly luxurious bathroom in a magazine, she 
remembered the ignominty of ‘slopping out’. Ever} 
morning, whether her chamber pot was empty or not 
she had to queue up outside the toilets with th( 
others, the stench of human waste making her fee! 
sick. She never ate breakfast, yearning only for tht 
relative peace and sanctuary of the pitiful librar] 
where her past employment experience had allowec 
her to get the top prison job. Regular visits from hei 
father and Sebastien had kept her sane, but even so 
after her time was up, she had left a changed woman 

Trust was completely gone. You learned not t< 
trust anyone in that place. Her things were stolei 
with almost monotonous regularity - stupid thing; 
like her toothpaste, the emery board with which sh( 
used to shape her fingernails, her hair grips. She hac 
not realized how precious freedom was until it wa; 
taken away from her. 

You could wear no make-up or perfume. Yoi 
could have only one letter a day, and those wen 
read, both incoming and outgoing. Any parcels sen 
in by friends or relatives were searched, and no fooc 
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Mrs Williams was a sixty-six-year-old widow who 
took boarders more for company than for the money. 
All her tenants were women, for the thou^t of a man 
in the house filled the tiny four-foot-eight woman 
with quivering trepidation. 

Veronica had spent three miserable days trying to 
find a place that she could afford that also allowed 
young children. It had just been getting dark when 
her last attempt at finding a room had failed, forcing 
her to contemplate paying for yet another night at the 
YWCA. 

But the porter of the modem apartment block she 
had just tried had taken pity on her and given her Mrs 
Williams’ name and address. It was raining hard by 
the time she got there, and Travis, snug and dry in his 
padded anorak, was chatting happily to a stray cat, 
who was sniffing his chubby hands in search of titbits. 

She walked up the broken steps of the house, 
hardly paying attention to the scrubby plot of land 
that was supposed to be a garden, too tired, weary 
and despondent to care about the flaking paint or the 
haphazard roof of the ancient house. Looking back 
on that interview, Veronica supposed that it was her 
too-slender appearance and the dull, hopeless ex- 
pression in her eyes that had been the deciding 
factor in making Mrs Williams abandon her stria 
‘no children’ policy. 

That, and the fact that, when the old woman 
looked down at him, Travis had with miraculous 
timing decided to bestow on the old lady on*- of 
his dazzling, happy smiles. 
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customer variety to a very different kind. ‘Work- 
ing. Hard. And you’re holding up the traffic,’ she all 
but growled. She had been a virgin when she had met 
Wayne D’Arville, a young and foolish woman who 
didn’t know enough to get out of the kitchen when it 
caught fire. The result was a severe burning, and she 
was not about to get burned again. Every instinct in 
her screamed at her to get rid of this . . . this . . . 
outrageous stranger, . 

The stranger in question barely glanced around 
him, noting the shoving feminine crowd as if for the 
first time. ‘Don’t worry about them. I promise I’m 
gonna buy somefink expensive. Nibbits is the same as 
all the other shops in this coimtry.’ He paused just 
long enough to rub his fingers and thiunbs togethei 
in an expressive gesture. ‘Money talks, luv,’ 

He noted her flashing brown eyes, with just a tiny 
tigerish glint deep in their depths, and grinned 
widely. ‘Just shut yer eyes and fink of your commis- 
sion.’ 

Veronica looked him up and down with quick 
jaundiced eyes. On his feet were dirty sneakers with 
a hole in one upper, allowing his big toe to squeeze 
through. His jeans were faded at the knees and frayed ai 
the ankles, and the shirt he wore had its buttons done 
up in the wrong order, so that the white cotton sat or 
his thin frame at an awkward ankle. On top of that, he 
wore a fur coat of dubious pedigree. It even . . . 

She leaned forward slowly and gave a delicate sniff, 
her prettily shaped nostrils flaring as she did so. 

Yes. Just as she thought. It actually smelled. 
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The stranger’s grin widened. ‘Magnificent,’ b 
muttered. 

Veronica sighed. Hard. It made her breasts ns 
and fall, and she was not surprised to see th 
stranger’s eyes fall to that area of her anatomy. 
Men. They were so predictable. 

She had to get rid of this clown, and now. She fel 
guilty at leaving Julie to cope with all the backlog h 
was causing. 

‘It depends on what, me luvverly?’ the strange 
responded to her taunt at last, and she just manage 
to stop herself from crowning him with the bottle. 1 
would have been such a waste of good perfume t 
smash it over his ugly head. 

‘On what you’ve done, sir.’ She smiled ever-sc 
% sweetly. 

‘Oh. I’ve done )ust about everyfink,’ he admittec 
shaking his head sadly. 

‘In that case, sir,’ she said, reaching under th 
counter to bring out a beautiful cosmetics cast 
‘perhaps the perfume and this would be in order.* 
The box was of cream leather with an enamellei 
top in jade, turquoise and rose-pink. She opened i 
out to reveal an interior of tiers line^ in rose-pink sU 
that housed everything from bluouer to eyelinei 
from moisturizer cream to the latest shade of nai 
varnish. ‘This model is four hundred and seventy 
nine dollars ninety-nine, sir.’ 

You don’t say? I’ll take it. And the perfume. Ij 
fact . . .’he paused and thought about it for a momec 
...Id better take two of each. I somehow double 
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dated meself into one ’ell of a nasty pickle last night. So 
I’ve got two sets of ruffled feathers to soothe down.’ 

‘Two of each?’ she echoed stupidly. Did this idiot 
not know when enough was enough? Then she all but 
groaned as she saw Mrs Fitzpatrick, the floor man- 
ager, bearing down on them from a great height, no 
doubt attracted by the large queue. She was an 
extremely tall redheaded woman, with imperious 
eyes and a voice to match. *Oh, nol’ Veronica mut- 
tered, her face dropping to such a crestfallen low that 
her pain-in-the-neck customer turned his head cur- 
iously to follow her line of vision. 

He gave a long, low whistle from between his teeth. 

‘Oh-oh,’ he said. ‘The dragon lady approacheth.’ 

Veronica closed her eyes briefly then opened them 
again, stiffening her backbone and so missing the 
expression in the brovra eyes that watched her like a 
hawk. 

The kid looked really scared. Did she really need 
this dead-hole job so much? A kid who looked like she 
did? Never. The stranger knew she could get a job 
anywhere. Doing anything . . . 

As Mrs Fitzpatrick approached, her eyes fell at 
once on the disreputable-looking man hogging the 
counter, and Veronica tensed, just waiting for the 
disdainful look to plaster itself across her supercilious 
face. 

Instead, to her utter astonishment, the dragon lady 
beamed a smile of almost fawning adulation across 
the remaining few yards. Her hands came out in a 
supplication of toadying welcome. 

. er 


Veronica felt her jaw drop. Literally. ^ 

‘Ahh Mr Copeland.’ The floor manager all but 
sang the name. T can’t tell you how honoured 
Nibbits is to have you,’ Her white teeth flashed into 
a perfect public-relations smile. 

Veronica had noticed before that the supervisor 
tended to refer to the shop as if it were a person, not a 
pile of bricks. It was always ‘Nibbits prefers its 
employees to wear heeled shoes,’ or ‘Nibbits is very 
good to its employees if they work hard.’ 

Now Veronica stood and gaped as she watched 
several of the women who had been queueing im- 
patiently suddenly begin to whisper among them- 
selves. Like one animal, all their eyes swivelled to 
watch the tall, beaming man. Lashes fluttered. 

Incredible! Veronica thought. One minute they 
elbowing and muttering about queue-hogs, 
the next, even the oldest of them were blushing like 
schoolgirls. 

What the hell was going on? 

‘Well, now, I can only say I’m right sorry I never 
came before.’ Was it her imagination, or had the 
cockney accent broadened again? ‘I can only say 
that if I knew you always employed such helpful 
and pretty staff , . he turned to blow the still 
open-mouthed Veronica a hearty kiss ‘. . . I’d’ve 
come before, so I would, and that’s the ’onest 
truth.’ 

Mrs Fitzpatrick blushed as if the compliment were 
directed at her personally. 

Veronica looked from the scruffy man in front of 
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her to her beaming boss, feeling like someone who’c 
come in during the middle of a play. She knew sh( 
was the only one who was not in on the plot, and f 
worried her. 

‘Catchin’ flies, luv?’ 

Veronica turned her head once more to her cus- 
tomer, like a spectator at a tennis match, and then 
when the meaning behind his words finally filtered 
into her befuddled brain, she snapped her teeth shui 
with an audible click. 

‘Can I be of help, Mr Copeland?’ Mrs Fitzpatricl* 
asked, and Veronica nearly fainted. Mrs Fitzpatrick; 
offering to serve, to actually manually serve, a cus- 
tomer? Veronica wished she could sit down. Her legs 
had gone quite watery. 

‘Ah, that’s a luwerly thought, but this young ladji 
was just showing me all this luwerly stuff. I only 
came in to buy a tube of toothpaste. I must say, you 
certainly know how to pick your salesladies.’ 

Veronica opened her mouth to deny the outrageous 
lie, then quickly snapped it shut again. 

His eyes met hers and twinkled. Damn him. 

‘I tell yer what,’ he said cheerfully. ‘I’ll have three 
of these . . .’ he tapped the flacon of perfume ‘. . . 
and three of these.’ He indicated the cosmetics case. 

Veronica’s mind began to spin as she thought of 
the commission, and without another word, and not 
giving him so much as half a second in which to 
change his mind, she practically flew to the till and 
rang up the purchases while she still had wimcsses to 
back her claim. 
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‘Would you like them gift-wrapped, sir?’ sV 
asked, her voice now very Nibbits-best-custom< 
in tone. 

The brown eyes crinkled at the sides, attracm 
crow’s feet making her reassess her earlier estimatio 
of his age that had put him in his late twenties. H 
must be thirty-five if he was a day. The faker! 

‘Only two sets of ’em,’ he said. ‘This and this . . 
he pushed forward one box of cosmetics and or 
bottle of perfume ‘. . . are for you, luv.’ 

Veronica stared at him, blinked, then looked t 
Mrs Fitzpatrick for help. The dragon lady, howevei 
couldn’t make up her mind whether to smile grs 
ciously at Mr 'X’hoever-the-hell-he-was or scowl t 
her. 

‘I’m not sure if I can accept, sir,’ she eventuall 
said, and smiled through her gritted teeth so sweetl 
that she was sure her face must crack. 

‘Oh? Well, now, if you don’t, I won’t pay yer 
penny. Eh, ladies? Ain’t that right?’ He suddenl; 
turned and appealed to the avid audience, who begai 
to titter and nod their heads as he folded his arm 
stubbornly across his narrow chest. 

Veronica glanced at her boss helplessly, am 
shrugged. ‘Very well . . . sir . . . Er . . . thank yoi 
very much. She forced the words out with a grea 
deal of effort. He noticed her hesitation over thi 
polite sir and grinned even more widely. 

‘My name is Valentine Copeland,’ he said. Ant 
gave a bow. ‘Use it, why don’t ya, luv?’ 

Certainly, Mr Copeland. What colour papei 
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would you prefer? We have pink, silver-green or 
navy blue with gold poppies.’ 

For the first time he looked genuinely discon- 
certed. ‘Er - the pink’s fine,’ he said, and then he 
began to smile in earnest as he watched her profes- 
sionally giftwrap the four purchases. ‘Ta ever so,’ he 
said, took the parcels from her, and turned and kissed 
Mrs Fitzpatrick’s cheek. 

The woman blushed scarlet. 

From his pocket he produced a small white square 
of paper and presented it to the flustered woman. ‘A 
ticket for my show. You will come, won’t ya, luv?’ 

‘Oh, indeed, Mr Copeland. Indeed. Thank you so 
much. Nibbits is honoured.’ 

The man kissed her cheek again, but as his lips 
touched the perfumed skin of the delighted redhead, 
his eyes slewed over to Veronica and he dropped one 
eyelid in a slow, audacious wink. 

Then he turned, and, whistling loudly and excru- 
ciatingly out of tune, sauntered off. 

Veronica let out a long, slow breath. Mrs Fitzpa- 
trick, clutching her ticket as if it were gold, floated 
away. ‘Bloody hell,’ Veronica said softly, but had a 
chance to say no more as the female deluge, after 
craning their necks for the last glimpse of the appar- 
ently famous Mr Copeland, once more besieged the 
desk. 



CHAPTER 2 


It wasn’t until the store closed at five-thirty that 
Julie at last had a chance to speak to her. 

Veronica had noticed that her friend had been 
straining at the bit ever since the incident with the 
cockney had happened, and she sank down wearily on 
to a stool and slipped off her shoes, preparing herself 
for an explanation of the morning’s extraordinary 
events. 

‘Well, you’re a bright spark and no mistake,’ was 
Julie’s opening gambit, her blonde hair tumbling 
around her shoulders as she pulled it free from the 
chignon she habitually wore. ‘Did you see his face 
when you pretended not to recognize his name?’ 

‘I wasn’t pretending,’ Veronica said drolly. ‘Just 
who :s he?’ She couldn’t deny, even to herself, that 
the man had thoroughly bamboozled her. He acted 
the tramp but was obviously nothing of the sort. He 
made her want to thump him, at the same time as she 
wanted to laugh at him. 

And, worst of all, he was so damned attractive. 
And Veronica knew all about the devastation attrac- 
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live men could cause. Which meant she would have 
nothing to do with him again. 

Even so, she was namrally curious. ‘I’ve no idea 
what all the fuss is about,’ she added crossly, and 
wondered, with a lance of panic, just who she was 
trying to kid. 

This time it was Julie’s turn to gape at her, then she 
began to laugh helplessly. ‘Oh, Ver, honestly. He’s 
only the hottest hot-shot fashion designer of them all. 
Nobody’s more “in”. Everyone’s wearing Valentine.’ 

‘A dressmaker?’ Veronica squeaked. ‘Him?’ 

It was not only the raggedness of his own clothes 
that made his profession surprising, but the character 
of the man himself. There was something raw about 
him, something so openly virile and masculine and 
. . . sexy . . . that she just couldn’t picture him 
creating women’s clothes. 

Julie gave her a quick run-down on the meteoric 
rise of the Valentine fashion comet, and repeatedly 
wished aloud that she could own just one^ just one of 
his creations. 

At last she wound down about how fabulous 
Valentine was, and muttered more incomprehensible 
grumbles about the floor manager as they prepared 
to leave. Collecting coats and bags — and in 
Veronica’s case her tmexpected presents - they 
walked wearily on sore feet through the mall to 
the outer door. 

‘Oh, hell,’ Julie moaned, looking out. ‘It’s pouring. 
Doesn’t that just beat all?’ 

It was indeed raining as if it meant it - a 


January downpour. The two girls shrugged anc 
glanced at each other in silent resignation. *Oh 
well,’ Veronica said, and then they each made i 
dash for it in opposite directions. 

But Veronica had only gone a yard or so in th( 
direction of the subway when a nifty little blacl 
sports car, an E-type Jag no less, with wired wheel: 
and a silver racing stripe, suddenly pulled up at thi 
kerb, and the door was thrust open. 

‘Get in, luwerly lady. I wanta talk to you.’ 
eronica knew the voice instantly. Could there b' 
forgetting it? 

he hesitated, nearly got her eye poked out by ai 
jrella, and then shrugged. She quickly dippei 
the small and cramped interior and slammed th 
r shut behind her. 

iello again,’ she said, a little nervously, smooth 
down her dress over her knees and rearrangin; 
self more decorously in the bucket seat, 
alentine Copeland watched her with avid browi 

{on can forget that for a start/ she snapped, ani 
blinked. 

XTiat?’ 

eronica didn't bother to reply, but gave him 
iking glance instead. He grinned and gunned th 
ine. She gave him her address and then sat bac 
sighed, uuerly exhausted. What a dayl 
[is next words, however, had her eyes snappin 
1 with a vengeance, ‘How d'ya fancy bein' amodeli 
miatr 
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that they were putting her out. She watched Valen- 
tine shrug himself out of the tatty' coat, revealing a 
long and skinny chest, and then felt a small tug ol 
something dangerous pull at her stomach as he rolled 
up his sleeves and said, ‘You’ll need some extra spuds 
done. Where they at, luv?’ 

To her surprise, Mrs Williams didn’t demur, bui 
pointed under the sink. She watched, totally non- 
plussed, as he poured water into a bowl, huntec 
about for a knife and then began to peel potatoes 
as if he’d done it every day of his life. 

Veronica, knowing when she was beaten, shruggec 
and left them to it, going to her room to change anc 
let Travis know she was home. As she expected, h< 
was full of school, and what they’d done in art class 
and all about his new best friend, Ira, who was a Jew 
and what was a Jew anyway? 

Veronica patiently explained about Judaism, anc 
gave him a thorough lecture on the evils of anti 
Semitism, and then stood, looking at her sox 
thoughtfully. 

A slow smile spread over her face. 

It was time to launch a counter-offensive agains 
the cocky Mr Valentine Copeland. It was time, sh 
thought, taking her son by the hand, to bring on he 
secret weapon. 

Valentine glanced up from the sink as she pause* 
dramatically in the doorway, his eyes going straigh 
to the dark-haired boy she was holding a littl 
awkwardly on one hip. 

Travis was getting a little old to carry’ arotind like 


‘Shut the door, for Pete’s sake. It’s bleedin’ perish- 
in’ out there.’ 

She snapped the door shut and glowered at him in 
the dingy hall. She opened her mouth, about to enjoy 
the experience of chucking him out on his ear, when 
her anticipated pleasures were interrupted. 

‘Is that you, Veronica? Ah ... oh, I didn’t realize 
you had a young man with you.’ Mrs Williams’s 
gentle voice took on a flustered tone. 

Veronica opened her mouth again, but was too late. 

Valentine spun on his heel, looked way down into 
the wide watery blue eyes of the silver-haired Mrs 
Williams and grinned. He bent, took her withered 
hand gently in his, and kissed it. 

Actually kissed it? 

Just who does he think he is now? Veronica fumed. 
Don bloody Juan? 

Veronica closed her eyes, groaned silently, counted 
up to a hundred and listened in disgusted silence as 
he charmed the little lace knickers off her landlady. 

‘Oh, but you must stay for dinner, Mr Copeland,’ 
she heard her landlady twitter a few minutes later. 
‘I’ve never entertained a famous gentleman before,’ 
the old woman went on making Veronica blink. Good 
griefl He really was famous, if even Mrs Williams 
knew all about him. 

Giving her a ‘I-told-you-so’ look, mixed with the 
clear message, ‘it’s-pointless-to-resist’, he followed 
the gushing woman into her cosy little kitchen. 

Mrs Williams didn’t often cook for her guests, and 
as she began to lay the table Veroiuca was worried 
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that they were putting her out. She watched Valen- 
tine shrug himself out of the tatty coat, revealing a 
long and skinny chest, and then felt a small tug of 
something dangerous pull at her stomach as he rolled 
up his sleeves and said, ‘You’ll need some extra spuds 
done. Where they at, luv?’ 

To her surprise, Mrs Williams didn’t demur, but 
pointed under the sink. She watched, totally non- 
plussed, as he poured water into a bowl, hunted 
about for a knife and then began to peel potatoes 
as if he’d done it every day of his life. 

Veronica, knowing when she was beaten, shrugged 
and left them to it, going to her room to change and 
let Travis know she was home. As she expected, he 
was full of school, and what they’d done in art class, 
and all about his new best friend, Ira, who was a Jew, 
and what was a Jew anjrway? 

Veronica patiently explained about Judaism, and 
gave him a thorough lecture on the evils of anti- 
Semitism, and then stood, looking at her son 
thoughtfully. 

A slow smile spread over her face. 

It was time to launch a counter-offensive againsi 
the cocky Mr Valentine Copeland. It was time, she 
thought, taking her son by the hand, to bring on hei 
secret weapon. 

Valentine glanced up from the sink as she pausec 
dramatically in the doorway, his eyes going straigh 
to the dark-haired boy she was holding a little 
awkwardly on one hip. 

T ravis was getting a little old to carry around like ; 




company of adults. Several times he looked over ; 
shoulder at the stranger as they left the room, a 
each time Valentine winked at him. 

Travis had said suspiciously very little at the tab 
but Veronica suspected it was only shyness. Now, 
he more or less co-operated with getting into 1 
pyjamas, he looked at her with a curiously adult Io( 
T like that man, Mtimmy,’ he said sleepily. 

She winced and kissed his newly washed face. *1 
you, puss?’ She pushed his hair off his face a 
straightened, her face thoughtful and just a lit 
scared. She knew a boy needed a father, but . 
",he just couldn’t let a man into her life again. 

She just couldn’t risk it. Love was too dangeroi 
Love could betray you. Love could leave you 
prison, pregnant and in despair. Love was a kille 
She lingered for ten minutes in her son’s room, Ji 
to make sure he was asleep, but when she came ba 
down she was not at all surprised to see that Val v 
still sitting in the same chintzy armchair looking as 
he were set for the night. 

‘It’s getting late, Mr Copeland,’ she said, smili 
calmly and glancing at the old lady, who was txyi 
valiantly not to nod off in her own armchair. 

‘So it is. I’ll pick yer up tomorrow, about ten ai 
show you round the House of Valentine. After all, t 
star model must know about the ins and outs of t 
trade.’ 

Veronica sighed sharply. ‘I’ve told you. I’m n 
taking the bait.’ 

Val glanced at her. She was nervous, no dou 
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about it. It wasn’t hard to see why . A single lady with 
a gorgeous son had to have had a few knocks in life. 

So she was wary. That was all right with him. 

He settled back and crossed his arms across his 
chest, T ain’t movin’ till you agree to come and be my 
new Venus.’ 

T have to work tomorrow,’ she lied, and then 
wanted to scream in frustration as he slowly shook 
his head. 

‘Oh, what porky-pies you do tell,’ he said sorrow- 
fully. ‘It’s your day off tomorrow - I checked.’ He 
used the cockney rhyming slang for ‘lies’ on purpose, 
she was sure. In fact, she wouldn’t have been sur- 
prised to learn that the faker actually came from 
upper-crust Cheltenham or some other such place. 

‘Oh, all right,’ she snapped ungraciously. She was 
obviously not going to get rid of him unless she 
placated him. ‘Ten o’clock, you say? But I’m only 
going to look around the place, mind.’ 

By nine-fifteen the next morning she’d taken Travis 
to school and returned. She was just putting on her 
coat to go out again. After sleeping on the matter, 
she’d awoken that morning with a screaming deter- 
mination to be out when Mr Valentine Copeland 
called. A trip to the park, then the zoo was called 
for, so that when the pest called in she’d be long gone. 

She simply couldn’t risk it. She knew it was 
cowardly, but there was something about Valentine 
that scared her. He was so different from Wayne 
D’Arville, for one thing. 
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all busily sewing, hand-stitching or cutting fabric - 
‘are the backbone of the House of Valentine.* 

‘Too right,’ somebody’s harassed voice piped up 
from the back, causing a wave of laughter to ripple 
across the floor. 

‘Girls, this is our new model for next week. Since 
Darlene left in spitting fury and vowing never to 
come back, I had to work fast. Do you think she’ll 
do?’ 

Veronica blushed red as she suddenly became the 
focus of all eyes. She wished she’d put on a different 
coat, then shrugged angrily. What did it matter? She 
wasn’t really going to model in his damned show! 

‘ril take that resounding silence for a yes,’ Valen- 
tine said, and juggled the enormous roll of silk more 
firmly under his armpit, before setting off once more. 

‘Now, you’ve got to grasp some basics of fashion 
styles,’ he said, then stopped abruptly to look closely 
at her. ‘You do have a fairly good brain, don’t yah?’ 

‘Yes, I have. A danrned good brain, in fact!’ she 
snapped back. ‘I wrote a book on . . .’ she began, 
then stopped, so abruptly, he gave her a quick glance. 
But she had gone so pale that he knew better than to 
push it. 

There was something nasty lurking in this girl’s 
brain, he thought grimly. And it had no place being 
in there. He’d have to hoik it out. 

Good. In that case,’ he began, ‘take a gander at 
this.’ 

An hour later her brain was awash with new facts, 
figures and jargon. She knew now that fasteners came 
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in all sorts besides zips and buttons - there were pre 
studs, bunon-down tabs, lacing, Velcro, braces at 
snap-fasteners, not to mention rouleau fasteninf 
She also knew that collars were not merely colla 
- they were either Funnel, Bertha, Gladston 
Quaker, Poet, Sailor, Eton, Pierrot or Mandari 
And dresses, according to Valentine, were n 
dresses at all unless they were appliqued, riddl 
with bias-cuts, draped, embroidered, gathered 
smocked. And that was not to mention the inse 
tions, jabots, shirring or quilting. 

They were back among the sewing machines aga 
when he seemed to run out of steam. Veroni 


watched a woman with a big press putting plet 
into a dress. ‘That’s a bonded silk organza spray 
fabric with a cutwork edge. She’s putting box pies 
into it,’ he explained, catching the direction of h 
I look. 

‘I know,’ she lied. ‘There are at least four sorts 
pleats, right?’ 


Valentine tut-tutted, then finally put down the si 
roll. In the same spot where he had picked it up. 

He put both hands on his narrow hips and look 
at her, shaking his head. ‘Coltrane, Coltrane, O. 
trane,’ he said sadly. ‘There are knife pleats . . 
ticked them off on his fingers ‘. . . unpressed plea 
inverted, accordion and anchored knife pleats. Th 
there are crystal pleats and . . .’ 


If you don’t shut up,’ Veronica screamed, totai 
tether, ‘I’m going to murder yoi 
he silence was complete for a few seconds, th 
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including Joe Ramsbottom. A week later, I wrote and 
instructed my stockbrokers to sell my shares as and 
when the opportunity arose. 

It was at the beginning of my fourth month in prison 
that I asked for some writing paper. I had decided the 
time had come to keep a record of everything that had 
happened to me since that night I had returned home 
unexpectedly. Every day the prison officer on my land- 
ing would bring me fresh sheets of blue-lined paper, and 
I would write out in longhand the chronicle you're now 
reading. An added bonus was that it helped me to plan 
my next move. 

At my request. Fingers took a straw poll among the 
prisoners as to who they believed was the best detective 
they had ever come up against. Three days later he told 
me the result: Chief Superintendent Donald Hackett, 
known as the Don, came out top on more than half the 
lists. More reliable than a Gallup Poll, I told Fingers. 

'What puts Hackett ahead of all the others?' I asked 
him. 

' 'e's honest, 'e's fair, you can't bribe 'im. And once 
the bastard knows you're a villain, 'e doesn't care 'ow 
long it takes to get you be'ind bars.' 

Hackett, I was informed, hailed from Bradford. 
Rumour had it among the older cons that he had turned 
down the job of Assistant Chief Constable for West 
Yorkshire. Like a barrister who doesn't want to become 
a judge, he preferred to remain at the coalface. 

Arrestin' criminals is 'ow 'e gets his lacks,' Fingers 
said, with some feeling. 


'Sounds just the man I'm looking for/ I said. 'How 
old is he?' 

Fingers paused to consider. 'Must be past fifty by 
now,' he replied. 'After all, 'e 'ad me put in borstal for 
nickin' a toolset, and that was' - he paused again - 'more 
than twenty years ago.' 

When Sir Matthew came to visit me the following 
Monday, I told him what I had in mind, and asked his 
opinion of the Don. I wanted a professional's view. 

'He's a hell of a witness to cross-examine, that's one 
thing I can tell you,' replied my barrister. 

'Why's that?' 

'He doesn't exaggerate, he won't prevaricate, and I've 
never known him to lie, which makes him awfully hard 
to trap. No, I've rarely got the better of the Chief Super- 
intendent. I have to say, though, that I doubt if he'd 
agree to become involved with a convicted criminal, 
^ whatever you offered him.' 

'But I'm not . . 

'I know, Mr Cooper,' said Sir Matthew, who still 
didn t seem able to call me by my first name. 'But Hack- 
ett will have to be convinced of that before he even 
agrees to see you.' 

But how can I convince him of my innocence while 
I'm stuck in jail?' 

1 11 try to influence him on your behalf,' Sir Matthew 
said after some thought. Then he added, 'Come to think 
of it, he does owe me a favour.' 

After Sir Matthew had left that night, I requested 
some more lined paper and began to compose a carefully 
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worded letter to Qiief Superintendent Hackett. several 
versions of which ended crumpled up on the floor of my 
cell. My final effort read as follows: 
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I reread the letter, corrected the spelling mistake, and 
scrawled my signature across the bottom. 

At my request, Sir Matthew delivered the letter to 
Hackett by hand. The first thousand-pound-a-day post- 
man in the history of the Royal Mail, I told him. 

Sir Matthew reported back the following Monday that 
he had handed the letter to the Chief Superintendent in 
person. After Hackett had read it through a second time, 
his only comment was that he would have to speak to 
his superiors. He had promised he would let Sir Matthew 
know his decision within a week. 


From the moment I had been sentenced. Sir Matthew 
had been preparing for my appeal, and although he had 
not at any time raised my hopes, he was unable to hide 
his delight at what he had discovered after paying a visit 
to the Probate Office. 

It turned out that, in his will, Jeremy had left every- 
thing to Rosemary. This included over three million 
pounds' worth of Cooper's shares. But, Sir Matthew 
explained, the law did not allow her to dispose of them 
for seven years. 'An English jury may have pronounced 
on your guilt,' he declared, 'but the hard-headed taxmen 
are not so easily convinced. They won't hand over 
Jeremy Alexander's assets until either they have seen 
his body, or seven years have elapsed.' 

Do they think that Rosemary might have killed him 
for his money, and then disposed . . .' 

No, no,' said Sir Matthew, almost laughing at my 
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iggestion. 'It's simply that, as they're entitled to wait 
)r seven years, they're going to sit on his assets and 
ot take the risk that Alexander may still be alive. In 
ny case, if your wife had killed him, she wouldn't have 
ad a ready answer to every one of my questions when 
he was in the witness box, of that I'm sure.' 

I smiled. For the first time in my life I was delighted 
D learn that the taxman had his nose in my affairs. 

Sir Matthew promised he would report back if any- 
hing new came up. 'Goodnight, Richard,' he said as he 
eft the interview room. 

Another first. 


t seemed that everyone else in the prison was aware 
hat Chief Superintendent Hackett would be paying me 
1 visit long before I was. 

It was Dave Adams, an old lag from an adjoining cell, 
who explained why the inmates thought Hackett had 
agreed to see me. 'A good copper is never 'appy about 
anyone doin' time for somethin' 'e didn't do. 'ackett 
phoned the Governor last Tuesday, and 'ad a word with 
'im on the Q.T., accordin' to Maurice,' Dave added mys- 
teriously. 

I would have been interested to learn hov/ the Gov- 
ernor's trusty had managed to hear both sides of the 
conversation, but decided this was not the time for irrel- 
evant questions. 

Even the 'ardest nuts in this place thirJc vcthre 
innocent,' Dave continued. They ca.-'t wait fcr mg 
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day when Mr Jeremy Alexander takes over your 
You can be sure the long termers'll give 'im a wa . 
welcome.' \ 

A letter from Bradford arrived the following mor 
ing. 'Dear Cooper/ the Chief Superintendent bega 
arid went on to inform me that he intended to payj 
visit to the jail at four o'clock the following Sunda; 
He made it clear that he would stay no longer thf 
half an hour, and insisted on a witness being prese; 
throughout. 

For the first time since I'd been locked up, I start* 
counting the hours. Hours aren't that important wht 
urair room has been booked for a life sentence. 

s I was taken from my cell that Sunday aftemoc 
escorted to the interview room, 1 received sever 
sages from my fellow inmates to pass on to the Chi 
erintendent. 

jive my best regards to the Don,' said Finger 
1 'im 'ow sorry I am not to bump into 'im th 

/Vhen 'e's finished with you, ask 'im if 'e'd like 1 
3 into my cell lor a cup of char and a chat about o 
;s.' 

Cick the bastard in the balls, and tell 'im I'll be 'app 
erve the extra time.' 

Ine of the prisoners even suggested a question l 
ch I already knew the answer: 'Ask 'im when 'e 
tg to retire, 'cause I'm not coming out till the da 
r.' 

/hen I stepped into the interview room and saw th 
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Chief Superintendent for the hrst timer I thought there 
must ha've been some mistake^ I had nev’er asked Fingers 
what the Don looked like, and o%'er the past few davT I 
had built up in my mind the image of some sort of 
superman- But the man who stood before me was a 
couple of inches shorter than me, and I'm only fi\'e foot 
ten. He was as thin as the proverbial rake and wore 
pebble-lensed hom-rimmed glasses, which gave the 
impression that he was half-blind. All he needed was a 
grubby raincoat and he could have been mistaken for a 
debt collector. 

Sir Matthew stepped forward to introduce us. I shook 
the policeman firmly by the hand. 'Thank you for 
coming to visit me. Chief Superintendent,' I began. 
'Won't you have a seat?' I added, as if he had dropped 
into my home for a glass of sherry. 

'Sir Matthew is very persuasive,' said Hackett, in a 
deep, gruff Yorkshire accent that didn't quite seem to 
go with his body. 'So tell me. Cooper, what do you 
imagine it is that I can do for you?' he asked as he took 
the chair opposite me. I detected an edge of cynicism in 
his voice. 

He opened a notepad and placed it on the table as I 
was about to begin my story. 'For my use only,' he 
explained, 'should I need to remind myself of any rel- 
evant details at some time in the future.' Twenty 
minutes later, I had finished the abbreviated version of 
the life and times of Richard Cooper. I had already gone 
over the story on several occasions in my cell during 
the past week, to be certain I didn't take too long. I 
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wanted to leave , enough time for Hackett to ask 
questions. 

'If I believe your story/ he said, and I only 
"if" — you still haven't explained what it is you tl 
’ can do for you.' 

'You're due to leave the force in five months' tii 
said. 'I wondered if you had any plans once yoi 
nired.' 

He hesitated. I had obviously taken him by surpi 
'I've been offered a job with Group 4, as area mans 
3r West Yorkshire.' 

'And how much will they be paying you? I as 
luntly. 

'It won't be full time,' he said. 'Three days a w 

0 start with.' He hesitated again. 'Twenty thousai 
rear, guaranteed for three years.' 

'I'll pay you a hundred thousand a year, but I'll ex 
mu to be on the job seven days a week. I assume y< 
)e needing a secretary and an assistant — that Inspe 
A?illiams who's leaving at the same time as you m 
veil fit the bill — so I'll also supply you with eno 
noney for back-up staff, as well as the rent for an off 
A flicker of respect appeared on the Chief Superin 
lent's face for the first time. He made some more n 
m his pad. 

'And what would you expect of me in return for ! 

1 large sum of money?' he asked. 

'That's simple. I expect you to find Jen 
Mexander.' 

This time he didn't hesitate. 'My God,' he said. ' 
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really are innocent. Sir Matthew and the Governor both 
tried to convince me you were.' 

'And if you find him within seven years/ I added, 
ignoring his comment, 'I'll pay a further five hundred 
thousand into any branch of any bank in the world that 
you stipulate.' 

'The Midland, Bradford will suit me just fine,' he 
replied. 'It's only criminals who find it necessary to retire 
abroad. In any case, I have to be in Bradford every other 
Saturday afternoon, so I can be around to watch City 
lose.' Hackett rose from his place and looked hard at mo 
for some time. 'One last question, Mr Cooper. Why 
seven years?' 

'Because after that period, my wife can sell Alex- 
ander's shares, and he'll become a multi-millionaire 
overnight.' 

The Chief Superintendent nodded his understanding. 
'Thank you for asking to see me,' he said. 'It's been a 
long time since I enjoyed visiting anyone in jail, especi- 
ally someone convicted of murder. I'll give your offer 
serious consideration, Mr Cooper, and let you know my 
decision by the end of the week.' He left without another 
word. 

Hackett wrote to me three days later, accepting my 
offer. 

1 didn't have to wait five months for him to start 
working for me, because he handed in his resignation 
within a fortnight - though not before I had agreed to 
continue his pension contributions, and those of the two 
colleagues he wanted to leave the force and join him. 
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Having now disposed of all my Cooper's shares, the 
interest on my deposit account was earning me over oui 
hundred thousand a year, and as I was living rent-free 
Hackett's request was a minor consideration. 


I would have shared with you in greater detail eve^ 
thing that happened to me over the following month! 
but during that time I was so preoccupied with bnehn 
Hackett that I filled only three pages of my blue-line 
prison paper. I should however mention that I studie 
several law books, to be sure that I fully understood t 
meaning of the legal term 'autrefois acquit'. 

The next important date in the diary was my appe 


hearing. ,, 

Matthew - at his request I had long ago stopped cam 
him 'Sir' Matthew - tried valiantly not to show that 1 
was becoming more and more confident of the outcoir 
but I was getting to know him so well that he was : 
longer able to disguise his true feelings. He told me ht 
delighted he was with the make-up of the reviewi 
panel. 'Fair and just,' he kept repeating. 

Later that night he told me with great sadness tl 
his wife Victoria had died of cancer a few weeks befo 
'A long illness and a blessed release,' he called it. 

I felt guilty in his presence for the first time. O 
the past eighteen months, we had only ever discus: 
my problems. 
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I must have been one of the few prisoners at Armley who 
ever had a bespoke tailor visit him in his cell. Matthew 
suggested that I should be fitted with a new suit before 
I faced the appeal tribunal, as I had lost over a stone 
since I had been in jail. When the tailor had finished 
measuring me and began rolling up his tape, I insisted 
that Fingers return his cigarette lighter, although I did 
allow him to keep the cigarettes. 

Ten days later, I was escorted from my cell at five 
o'clock in the morning. My fellow inmates banged their 
tin mugs against their locked doors, the traditional way 
of indicating to the prison staff that they believed the 
man leaving for trial was innocent. Like some great sym- 
phony, it lifted my soul. 

1 was driven to London in a police car accompanied 
by two prison officers. We didn't stop once on the entire 
journey, and arrived in the capital a few minutes after 
nine; I remember looking out of the window and watch- 
ing the commuters scurrying to their offices to begin 
the day's work. Any one of them who'd glanced at me 
sitting in the back of the car in my new suit, and was 
unable to spot the handcuffs, might have assumed I was 
a Chief Inspector at least. 

Matthew was waiting for me at the entrance of the 
Old Bailey, a mountain of papers tucked under each arm. 
'I like the suit,' he said, before leading me up some stone 
steps to the room where my fate would be decided. 

Once again I sat impassively in the dock as Sir 
Matthew rose from his place to address the three appeal 
judges. His opening statement took him nearly an hour. 
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and by now I felt I could have delivered it quite 
adequately myself, though not as eloquently, and cer- 
tainly nowhere near as persuasively. He made great play 
of how Jeremy had left all his worldly goods to Rose- 
mary, who in turn had sold our family house in Leeds, 
cashed in all her Cooper's shares within months of the 
takeover, pushed through a quickie divorce, and then 
disappeared off the face of the earth with an esti- 
mated seven million pounds. I couldn't help wondering 
just how much of that Jeremy had already got his 
hands on. 

Sir Matthew repeatedly reminded the panel of the 
police's inability to produce a body, despite the fact they 
now seemed to have dug up half of Leeds. 

I became more hopeful with each new fact Matthew 
placed before the judges. But after he had firushed, I still 
had to wait another three days to learn the outcome of 
their deliberations. 

Appeal dismissed. Reasons reserved. 

Matthew travelled up to Armley on the Friday to tell 
me why he thought my appeal had been turned down 
without explanation. He felt that the judges must have 
oeen divided, and needed more time to make it appear 
as if they were not. 

'How much time?' I asked. 

'My hunch is that they'll let you out on licence within 
1 few months. They were obviously influenced by the 
police's failure to produce a body, unimpressed by the 
:rial judge's summing up, and impressed by the strength 
>f your case.' 
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I thanked Matthew, who, for once, left the room with 
smile on his face. 


ou may be wondering what Chief Superintendent 
ackett - or rather ex-Chief Superintendent Hackett — 
id been up to while all this was going on. 

He had not been idle. Inspector Williams and Con- 
able Kenwright had left the force on the same day as 
e had. Within a week they had opened up a small office 
love the Constitutional Club in Bradford and begun 
leir investigations. The Don reported to me at four 
'clock every Sunday afternoon. 

Within a month he had compiled a thick file on the 
ise, with detailed dossiers on Rosemary, Jeremy, 
1C company and me. I spent hours reading through the 
iformation he had gathered, and was even able to help 
y filling in a few gaps. I quickly came to appreciate 
/hy the Don was so respected by my fellow inmates, 
le followed up every clue, and went down every side 
oad, however much it looked like a cul-de-sac, because 
ince in a while it turned out to be a highway. 

On the first Sunday in October, after Hackett had been 
vorking for four months, he told me that he thought he 
night have located Rosemary. A woman of her descrip- 
ion was living on a small estate in the south of France 
railed Villa Fleur. 

'How did you manage to track her down?' I asked. 

Letter posted by her mother at her local pillarbox. 
The postman kindly allowed me to have a look at the 
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address on the envelope before it proceeded on its way/ 
Hackett said. 'Can't tell you how many hours we had 
to hang around, how many letters we've had to sift 
through, and how many doors we've knocked on in the 
past four months, just to get this one lead. Mrs Kershaw 
seems to be a compulsive letter writer, but this was the 
first time she's sent one to her daughter. By the way/ 
he added, 'your wife has reverted to her maiden name. 
Calls herself Ms Kershaw now.' 

I nodded, not wishing to interrupt him. 

'Williams flew out to Cannes on Wednesday, and he's 
' oled up in the nearest village, posing as a tourist. He's 
[ready been able to tell us that Ms Kershaw's house is 
irrounded by a ten-foot stone wall, and she has more 
uard dogs than trees. It seems the locals know even 
;ss about her than we do. But at least it's a start.' 

I felt for the first time that Jeremy Alexander might 
t last have met his match, but it was to be another five 
undays, and five more interim reports, before a thin 
mile appeared on Hackett's usually tight-lipped face. 

'Ms Kershaw has placed an advertisement in the local 
aper, he informed me. 'It seems she's in need of a new 
utler. At first I thought we should question the old 
utler at length as soon as he'd left, but as I couldn't 
isk anything getting back to her, I decided Inspector 
Villiams would have to apply for his job instead.' 

'But surely she'll realise within moments that he's 
Jtally unqualified to do the job.' 

'Not necessarily,' said Hackett, his smile broadening. 
Ifou see, Williams won't be able to leave his present 
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employment with the Countess of Rutland until he s 
served a full month's notice, and in the meantime we've 
signed him up for a special six-week course at Ivor 
Spencer's School for Butlers. Williams has always been 
a quick learner.' 

'But what about references?' 

'By the time Rosemary Kershaw interviews him, he'll 
have a set of references that would impress a duchess.' 

'I was told you never did anything underhand.' 

'That is the case when I'm dealing with honest people, 
Mr Cooper. Not when I'm up against a couple of crooks 
like this. I'm going to get those two behind bars, if it's 
the last thing I do.' 

This was not the time to let Hackett know that the 
final chapter of this story, as I plotted it, did not conclude 
with Jeremy ending up in jail. 

Once Williams had been put on the shortlist for the 
position of Rosemary's butler, I played my own small 
part in securing him the job. Rereading over the terms 
of the proposed contract gave me the idea. 

'Tell Williams to ask for 15,000 francs a month, and 
five weeks' holiday,' I suggested to Hackett when he and 
Matthew visited me the following Sunday. 

'Why?' asked the ex-Chief Superintendent. 'She's 
only offering 11,000, and three weeks' holiday.' 

She can well afford to pay the difference, and with 
references like these,' I said, looking back down at my 
file, she might become suspicious if he asked for any- 
thing less.' 

Matthew smiled and nodded. 
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Rosemary finally offered Williams the job at 13,001 
francs a month, with four weeks' holiday a year, whicl 
after forty-eight hours' consideration Williams accepted 
But he did not join her for another month, by whicl 
time he had learnt how to iron newspapers, lay piaa 
settings with a ruler, and tell the difference between ; 
port, sherry and liqueur glass, 

I suppose that from the moment Williams took up th( 
post as Rosemary's butler, I expected instant results. Bu 
as Hackett pointed out to me Sunday after Sunday, thii 
was hardly realistic. 

'Williams has to take his time,' explained the Don 
ie needs to gain her confidence, and avoid giving he: 
ry reason for the slightest suspicion. It once took mi 
ve years to nail a drug smuggler who was only livinj 
alf a mile up the road from me.' 

I wanted to remind him that it was me who was stud 
1 jail, and that five days was more like what I had it 
und, but I knew how hard they were all working ot 
ly behalf, and tried not to show my impatience. ■ 
Within a month Williams had supplied us with photo- 
raphs and life histories of all the staff working on thf 
>tate, along with descriptions of everyone who visitec 
osemary - even the local priest, who came hoping t( 
J ect a donation for French aid workers in Somalia, 
The cook: Gabrielle Pascal - no English, excellent cuis- 
le, came from Marseilles, family checked out. The gar- 
-ner. Jacques Rent — stupid and not particularlj 
imaginative with the rosebeds, local and well known, 
osemary s personal maid: Charlotte Merieux — spokt 
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a little English, crafty, sexy, came from Paris, still check- 
ing her out. All the staff had been employed by Rose- 
mary since her arrival in the south of France, and they 
appeared to have no connection with each other, or with 
her past life. 

'Ah,' said Hackett as he studied the picture of Rose- 
mary's personal maid. I raised an eyebrow. 'I was just 
thinking about Williams being cooped up with Charlotte 
Merieux day in and day out — and more important, night 
in and night in,' he explained. 'He would have made 
superintendent if he hadn't fooled around so much. Still, 
let's hope this time it turns out to our advantage.' 

I lay on my bunk studying the pictures of the staff 
for hour after hour, but they revealed nothing. I read 
and reread the notes on everyone who had ever visited 
Villa Fleur, but as the weeks went by, it looked more 
and more as if no one from Rosemary's past, other than 
her mother, knew where she was — or if they did, they 
were making no attempts to contact her. There was cer- 
tainly no sign of Jeremy Alexander. 

I was beginning to fear that she and Jeremy might 
have split up, until Williams reported that there was a 
picture of a dark, handsome man on a table by the side 
of Rosemary's bed. It was inscribed: 'We'll always be 
together — J'. 


During the weeks following my appeal hearing I was 
constantly interviewed by probation officers, social 
workers and even the prison psychiatrist. I struggled 
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to maintain the warm, sincere smile that Matthew hac 
warned me was so necessary to lubricate the wheels o 
the bureaucracy. 

It must have been about eleven weeks after my appea 
had been turned down that the cell door was throwr 
open, and the senior officer on my corridor announced 
The Governor wants to see you. Cooper.' Fingers looket 
suspicious. Whenever he heard those words, it inevitabl} 
meant a dose of solitary. 

I could hear my heart beating as I was led down th( 
long corridor to the Governor's office. The prison office) 
knocked gently on the door before opening it. The Gov- 
ernor rose from behind his desk, thrust out his hand ant 
said, 'I'm delighted to be the first person to tell you the 
good news.' 

He ushered me into a comfortable chair on the othei 
side of his desk, and went over the terms of my release. 
While he was doing this I was served coffee, as if w( 
were old friends. 

There was a knock on the door, and Matthew walket 
in, clutching a sheaf of papers that needed to be signed. 
I rose as he placed them on the desk, and without warn- 
ing he turned round and gave me a bearhug. Not some- 
thing I expect he did every day. 

After I had signed the final document Matthew asked: 
'What's the first thing you'll do once they release you?' 

'I'm going to buy a gun,' I told him matter-of-factly. 

Matthew and the Governor burst out laughing. 

» * » 


52 


TRIAL AND ERROR 


The great gate of Armley Prison was thrown open for 
me three days later. I walked away from the building 
carrying only the small leather suitcase I had arrived 
with. I didn't look back. I hailed a taxi and asked the 
driver to take me to the station, as I had no desire to 
remain in Leeds a moment longer than was necessary. 

I bought a first-class ticket, phoned Hackett to warn him 
I was on my way, and boarded the next train for Brad- 
ford. I savoured a British Rail breakfast that wasn't 
served on a tin plate, and read a copy of the Financial 
Times that had been handed to me by a pretty shop 
assistant and not a petty criminal. No one stared at me 
- but then, why should they, when I was sitting in a 
first-class carriage and dressed in my new suit? I glanced 
at every woman who passed by, however she was 
dressed, but they had no way of knowing why. 

When the train pulled into Bradford, the Don and his 
secretary Jenny Kenwright were waiting for me on the 
platform. The Chief Superintendent had rented me a 
small furnished flat on the outskirts of the dty, and after 
1 had unpacked - not a long job - they took me out to 
lunch. The moment the small talk had been dispensed 
with and Jenny had poured me a glass of wine, the Don 
asked me a question I hadn't expected. 

'Now that you're free, is it still your wish that we 
go on looking for Jeremy Alexander?' 

'Yes,' I replied, without a moment's hesitation. 'I'm 
even more determined, now that I can taste the freedom 
he's enjoyed for the past three years. Never forget, that 
man stole my freedom from me, along with my wife. 
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my company, and more than half my possessions. Oh 
yes, Donald, I won't rest until I come face to face with 
Jeremy Alexander.' 

'Good,' said the Don. 'Because Williams thinks Rose- 
mary is beginning to trust him, and might even, given 
time, start confiding in him. It seems he has made him- 
self indispensable.' 

I found a certain irony in the thought of Williams 
pocketing two wage packets simultaneously, and of my 
being responsible for one, while Rosemary paid the 
other. I asked if there was any news of Jeremy. 

'Nothing to speak of,' said Donald. 'She certainly 
never phones him from the house, and we're fairly sure 
he never attempts to make any direct contact with her. 
But Williams has told us that every Friday at midday 
he has to drop her off at the Majestic, the only hotel in 
the village. She goes inside and doesn't reappear for at 
least forty minutes. He daren't follow her, because she's 
given specific instructions that he's to stay with the car. 
And he can't afford to lose this job by disobeying orders.' 

I nodded my agreement. 

'But that hasn't stopped him having the occasional 
drink in the hotel bar on his evening off, and he's man- 
aged to pick up a few snippets of information. He's con- 
vinced that Rosemary uses the time when she's in the 
hotel to make a long-distance phone call. She often drops 
in at the bank before going on to the Majestic, and comes 
out carrying a small packet of coins. The barman has 
told Williams that she always uses one of the two phone 
boxes in the corridor opposite the reception desk. She 
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never allows the call to be put through the hotel switch- 
board, always dials direct.' 

'So how do we discover who she's calling?' I asked. 
'We wait lor Williams to find an opportunity to use 
some of those skills he didn't learn at butlers' school.' 
'But how long might that take?' 

'No way of knowing, but Williams is due for a spot 
of leave in a couple of weeks, so he'll be able to bring 
us up to date.' 

When Williams arrived back in Bradford at the end 
of the month I began asking him questions even before 
he had time to put his suitcase down. He was full of 
interesting information about Rosemary, and even the 
smallest detail fascinated me. 

She had put on weight. I was pleased. She seemed 
lonely and depressed. I was delighted. She was spending 
my money fast. I wasn't exactly ecstatic. But, more to 
the point, Williams was convinced that if Rosemary had 
any contact with Jeremy Alexander, it had to be when 
she visited the hotel every Friday and placed that direct- 
dial call. But he still hadn't worked out how to discover 
who, or where, she was phoning. 

By the time Williams returned to the south of France 
a fortnight later I knew more about my ex-wife than I 
had ever done when we were married. 


As happens so often in the real world, the next move 
came when I least expected it. It must have been about 
2.30 on a Monday afternoon when the phone rang.. 
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Donald picked up the receiver, and was surprised « 
hear Williams's voice on the other end o£ the line. 
switched him on to the squawk box and said, 'All thre{ 
o£ us are listening, so you'd better begin by telling ui 
why you're ringing when it's not your day off.' 

'I've been sacked,' were Williams's opening words. 

'Playing around with the maid, were you?' wa< 
Donald's first reaction. 

'I only wish, chief, but I'm afraid it's far more stupic 
than that. I was driving Ms Kershaw into town thi< 
morning, when I had to stop at a red light. While I wa; 
waiting for the lights to change, a man crossed the road 
in front of the car. He stopped and stared at me. I recog- 
nised him immediately, and prayed the lights would turn 
to green before he could place me. But he walked back, 
looked at me again, and smiled. I shook my head at him, 
but he came over to the driver's side, tapped on the 
window, and said, "How are you. Inspector Williams?"' 

'Who was it?' demanded Donald. 

'Neil Case. Remember him, chief ?' 

Could I ever forget him? "Never-on-the-Case Neil",' 
said Donald. 'I might have guessed.' 

I didn t acknowledge him, of course, and as Ms Ker- 
shaw said nothing, I thought I might have got away with 
it. But as soon as we arrived back at the house she told 
me to come and see her in the study, and without even 
asking for an explanation she dismissed me. She ordered 
me to be packed and off the premises within the hour, 
or she'd call the local police.' 

'Damn. Back to square one,' said Donald. 
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'Not quite/ said Williams. 

'What do you mean? If you're no longer in the house, 
we no longer have a point of contact. Worse, we can't 
play the butler card again, because she's bound to be on 
her guard from now on.' 

'I know all that, chief,' said Williams, 'but suspecting 
that I was a policeman caused her to panic, and she went 
straight to her bedroom and made a phone call. As I 
wasn't afraid of being found out any longer, I picked up 
the extension in the corridor and listened in. All I heard 
was a woman's voice give a Cambridge number, and 
then the phone went dead. I assumed Rosemary had 
been expecting someone else to pick up the phone, and 
hung up when she heard a strange voice.' 

'What was the number?' Donald asked. 

'6407-something-7.' 

'What do you mean, "something-7"?' barked Donald 
as he scribbled the numbers down. 

'I didn't have anything to write with, chief, so I had 
to rely on my memory.' I was glad Williams couldn't 
see the expression on the Don's face. 

'Then what happened?' he demanded. 

'I found a pen in a drawer and wrote what I could 
remember of the number on my hand. I picked up the 
phone again a few moments later, and heard a different 
woman on the line, saying, "The Direaor's not in at 
the moment, but Tm expecting him back within the 
hour." Then I had to hang up quickly, because I could 
hear someone coming along the corridor. It was Char- 
lotte, Rosemary's maid. She wantpd fn \mr\rtr X'J 
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been sacked. I couldn't think of a convincing reply, until 
she accused me of having made a pass at the mistress. I 
let her think that was it, and ended up getting a slapped 
face for my trouble.' I burst out laughing, but the 
Don and jenny showed no reaction. Then Williams 
asked, 'So, what do I do now, chief? Come back to 
England?' 

'No,' said Donald. 'Stay put for the moment. Book 
yourself into the Majestic and watch her round the clock. 
Let me know if she does anything out of character. 
Meanwhile, we're going to Cambridge. As soon as we've 
booked ourselves into a hotel there I'll call you.' 
'Understood, sir,' said Williams, and rang off. 
'When do we go?' I asked Donald once he had replaced 
the receiver. 

'Tonight,' he replied. 'But not before I've made a few 
^ telephone calls. ' 

.. dialled ten Cambridge numbers, using the, 

th^'^^ had been able to jot down, and inserting 

numbers from nought to nine in the missing slot. 
^407^7 burned out to be a school: 'Sorry, wrong 
er, said Donald. 717 was a chemist's shop; 727 
a garage; 737 ■(vas answered by an elderly male 
~ Sorry, wrong number,' Donald repeated; 747 ^ 
newsagent; 737 a policeman's wife (I tried not to 
_ Donald only grunted); 767 a woman's voice 

Sr number,' yet again; 777 j 

g '-atharine's College; 7^7 a woman's voice on an j 
nswenng machine; 797 a hairdresser - 'Did you war' 

^ perm, or just a trim?' -- . . 
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Donald checked his list. 'It has to be either 737, 767 
or 787. The time has come for me to pull a few strings.' 

He dialled a Bradford number, and was told that the 
new Deputy Chief Constable of Cambridgeshire had 
been transferred from the West Yorkshire Constabulaiy' 
the previous year. 

'Leeke. Allan Leeke,' said Donald, without needing to 
be prompted. He turned to me. 'He was a sergeant when 
I was first made up to inspector.' He thanked his Brad- 
ford contact, then rang directory enquiries to find out 
the number of the Cambridge Police headquarters. He 
dialled another 0223 number. 

'Cambridge Police. How can I help you?' asked a 
female voice. 

'Can you put me through to the Deputy Chief Con- 
stable, please?' Donald asked. 

'Who shall I say is calling?' 

'Donald Hackett.' 

The next voice that came on the line said, 'Don, this 
is a pleasant surprise. Or at least 1 hope it's a pleasant 
surprise, because knowing you, it won't be a social call. 
Are you looking for a job, by any chance? I heard you'd 
left the force.' 

'Yes, it's true. I've resigned, but I'm not looking for 
a job, Allan. I don't think the Cambridge Constabulary' 
could quite match my present salary.' 

'So, what can I do for you, Don?' 

'I need a trace done on three numbers in the Cam- 
bridge area.' 

'Authorised?' asked the Deputy Chief Constable. 
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'No, but it might well lead to an arrest on your patch,' 
said Donald. 

'That, and the fact that it's you who's asking, is good 
enough for me.' 

Donald read out the three numbers, and Leeke asked 
him to hang on for a moment. While we waited, Donald 
told me, 'All they have to do is press a few buttons in 
the control room, and the numbers will appear on a 
screen in front of him. Things have changed since I first 
joined the force. In those days we had to let our legs do 
the walking.' 

The Deputy Chief Constable's voice came back on the 
line. 'Right, the first number's come up. 640737 is a 
Wing Commander Danvers-Smith. He's the only person 
registered as living in the house.' He read out an address 
\ in Great Shelford, which he explained was just to the 
south of Cambridge. Jenny wrote the details down. 

'767 is a Professor and Mrs Balcescu, also living in 
Great Shelford. 787 is Dame Julia Renaud, the opera 
singer. She lives in Grantchester. We know her quite 
well. She's hardly ever at home, because of her concert 
commitments all over the world. Her house has been 
burgled three times in the last year, always when she 
was abroad.' 

Thank you,' said Donald. 'You've been most helpful.' 

'Anything you want to tell me?' asked the Deputy 
Chief Constable, sounding hopeful. 

'Not at the moment,' replied Donald. 'But as soon as 
I ve finished my investigation, I promise you'll be the 
first person to be informed.' 
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'Fair enough/ came back the reply, and the line went 
dead. 

'Right,' Donald said, turning his attention back to us. 
'Wc leave for Cambridge in a couple of hours. That will 
give us enough time to pack, and for Jenny to book us 
into a hotel near the city centre. We'll meet back here 
at' - he checked his watch - 'six o'clock.' He walked out 
of the room without uttering another word. I remember 
thinking that my father would have got on well with 
him. 

Just over two hours later, Jenny was driving us at a 
steady sixty-nine miles per hour down the Ai. 

'Now the boring part of detective work begins,' said 
Donald. 'Intense research, followed by hours of surveil- 
lance. I think we can safely ignore Dame Julia. Jenny, 
you get to work on the wing commander. I want details 
of his career from the day he left school to the day he 
retired. First thing tomorrow you can begin by con- 
tacting RAF College Cranwell, and asking for details of 
his service record. I'll take the professor, and make a 
start in the university library'.' 

'What do I do?' I asked. 

'For the time being, Mr Cooper, you keep yourself 
well out of sight. It's just possible that the wing com- 
mander or the professor might lead us to Alexander, 
so we don't need you trampling over any suspects and 
frightening them off.' 

1 reluctantly agreed. 

Later that night I settled into a suite at the Garden 
1 louse Hotel — a more refined sort of nrisnn — Fuf 
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feather pillows and a comfortable mattress I was quit 
unable to sleep. I rose early the next morning and spen 
most of the day watching endless updates on Sky News 
episodes of various Australian soaps, and a 'Film of th' 
Week' every two hours. But my mind was continualb 
switching between RAF Cranwell arid the universiri 
library. 

When we met up in Donald's room that evening, hi 
anfi Tpnny Confirmed that their initial research suggestei 
th men were who they purported to be. 
s sure one of them would turn out to be Jeremy, 
mable to hide my disappointment, 
ould be nice if it was always that easy, M: 
,' said Donald. 'But it doesn't mean that one o 
ron't lead us to Jeremy.' He turned to Jenny 
et's go over what you found out about the winj 
nder.' 

ig Commander Danvers-Smith DFC graduatec 
ranwell in 1938, served with Number Two Squad- 
iinbrook in Lincolnshire during the Second Work 
ad flew several missions over Germany and occu- 
ance. He was awarded the DFC for gallantry ir 
ie was grounded in 1958, and became an instruc- 
RAF Cottesmore in Gloucestershire. His final 
; was as Deputy Commanding Officer at RAf 
5 in Somerset. He retired in 1977, when he and 
e moved back to Great Shelford, where he had 
up.' 

/'s he living on his own now?' asked Donald. 
s died three years ago. He has two children, Sam 
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and Pamela, both married, but neither living in the area. 
They visit him occasionally.' 

I wanted to ask Jenny how she had been able to find 
out so much information about the wing commander in 
such a short time, but said nothing, as I was more inter- 
ested in hearing what the Don had discovered about 
Professor Balcescu. 

Donald picked up a pile of notes that had been lying 
on the floor by his feet. 'So, let me tell you the results 
of my research into a very distinguished professor,' he 
began. 'Professor Balcescu escaped from Romania in 
1989, after Ceausescu had had him placed under house 
arrest. He was smuggled out of the country by a group 
of dissident students, via Bulgaria and then on into 
Greece. His escape was well documented in the news- 
papers at the time. He applied for asylum in England, 
and was offered a teaching post at Gonville and Caius 
College, Cambridge, and three years later the Chair of 
Eastern European Studies. He advises the government 
on Romanian matters, and has written a scholarly book 
on the subject. Last year he was awarded a CBE in the 
Queen's Birthday Honours.' 

'How could either of these men possibly know Rose- 
mary?' 1 asked. 'Williams must have made a mistake 
when he wrote down the number.' 

Williams doesn't make mistakes, Mr Cooper,' said 
the Don. Otherwise I wouldn't have employed him. 
"iour wife dialled one of those numbers, and we're just 
going to have to find out which one. This time we'll 
need your assistance.' 
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I mumbled an apology, but remained unconvinced. 

Hackett nodded curtly, and turned back to Jenny. 
'How long will it take us to get to the wing commander's 
home?' 

'About fifteen minutes, sir. He lives in a cottage in 
Great Shelford, just south of Cambridge.' 

'Right, we'll start with him. I'll see you both in the 
lobby at five o'clock tomorrow morning.' 

I slept fitfully again that night, now convinced that 
we were embarked on a wild-goose chase. But at least I 
oing to be allowed to join them the following day, 
id of being confined to my room and yet more 
alian soaps. 

idn't need my 4.30 alarm call - I was already 
ering when the phone went. A few minutes after 
the three of us walked out of the hotel, trying not 
jk as if we were hoping to leave without paying 
»ill. It was a chilly morning, and I shivered as I 
ed into the back of the car. 
iny drove us out of the city and onto the London 
After a mile or so she turned left and took us into 
rming little village with neat, well-kept houses on 
r side of the road. We passed a garden centre on 
ift and drove another half mile, then Jenny sud- 
' swung the car round and reversed into a layby, 
witched off the engine and pointed to a small house 
an RAF-blue door. 'That's where he lives,' she said, 
iber forty-seven.' Donald focused a tiny pair of 
ulars on the house. 

ne early-morning risers were already leaving their 
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homes, cars heading towards the' station for the first 
commuter train to London. The paperboy turned out to 
be an old lady who pushed her heavily-laden bicycle 
slowly round the village, dropping off her deliveries. 
The milkman was next, clattering along in his electric 
van - two pints here, a pint there, the occasional half- 
dozen eggs or carton of orange juice left on front door- 
steps. Lights began to flick on all over the village. 'The 
wing commander has‘ had one pint of red-top milk and 
a copy of the Daily Telegraph delivered to his front 
door,' said Donald. 

People had emerged from the houses on either side of 
number forty-seven before a light appeared in an 
upstairs room of the wing commander's home. Once 
that light had been switched on Donald sat bolt upright, 
his eyes never leaving the house. 

I became bored, and dozed off in the back at some 
point. When I woke up, I hoped we might at least be 
allowed a break for breakfast, but such mundane con- 
siderations didn't seem to worry the two professionals 
in the front. They continued to concentrate on any 
movement that took place around number forty-seven, 
and hardly exchanged a word. 

At 10.19 3 thin, elderly man, dressed in a Harris 
tweed jacket and grey flannels, emerged from number 
forty-seven and marched briskly down the path. All 1 
could see at that distance was a huge, bushy white mous- 
tache. It looked almost as if his whole body had been 

designed around it. Donald kept the glasses trained on 
him. 
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'Ever seen him before?' he asked, passing the binocu- 
lars back to me. 

I focused the glasses on the wng commander and 
studied him carefully. 'Never,' I said as he came to a 
halt by the side of a battered old Austin Allegro. 'How 
could anyone forget that moustache?' 

'It certainly wasn't grown last week,' said Donald, as 
Danvers-Smith eased his car out onto the main road. 

Jenny cursed. 'I thought that if he used his car, the 
odds would be on him heading into Cambridge.' She 
deftly performed a three-point turn and accelerated 
quickly after the wing commander. Within a few 
minutes she was only a couple of cars behind him. 

Danvers-Smith was not proving to be the sort of fel- 
low who habitually broke the speed limit. 'His days as 
a test pilot are obviously long behind him,' Donald said, 
js we trailed the Allegro at a safe distance into the next 
village. About half a mile later he pulled into a petrol 
station. 

'Stay with him,' said Donald. Jenny followed the 
Allegro into the forecourt and came to a halt at the pump 
directly behind Danvers-Smith. 

'Keep your head down, Mr Cooper,' said the Don, 
opening his door. 'We don't want him seeing you.' 

'What are you going to do?' I asked, peeping between 
the front seats. 

Risk an old con's trick,' Donald replied. 

He stepped out of the front seat, walked round to the 
back of the car, and unscrewed the petrol cap just as the 
wing commander slipped the nozzle of a petrol pump 
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tato the tank of his Allegro. Donaia began slowly top- 
ping up our already full tank, then suddenly turned to 

face the old man. 

'Wing Commander Danvers-Smith? he asked m a 


plummy voice. 

The wing commander looked up immediately, and a 
puzzled expression came over his weather-beaten face, 
'Baker, sir,' said Donald. 'Flight Lieutenant Baker. 

You lectured me at RAF Locking. Vulcans, if 1 
remember.' 

'Bloody good memory. Baker. Good show, said 
Danvers-Smith. 'Delighted to see you, old chap,' he said, 
taking the nozzle out of his car and replacing it in the 
pump. 'What are you up to nowadays?' 
fenny stifled a laugh. 

'Work for BA, sir. Grounded after I failed my eye 
test. Bloody desk job, I'm afraid, but it was the only 
offer I got.' 

'Bad luck, old chap,' said the wing commander, as they 
headed off towards the pay booth, and out of earshot. 

When they came back a few minutes later, they were 
chattering away like old chums, and the wing com- 
mander actually had his arm round Donald's shoulder. 

When they reached his car they shook hands, and I 
heard Donald say 'Goodbye, sir,' before Danvers-Smith 
climbed into his Allegro. The old airman pulled out of 
the forecourt and headed back towards his home. Donald 

got in next to Jenny and pulled the passenger door 
closed. 

'I'm afraid he won't lead us to Alexander,' the Don 
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said with a sigh,. 'Danvers-Smith is the genuine article 
- misses his wife, doesn't see his children enough, and 
feels a bit lonely. Even asked if I'd like to drop in for a 
bite of lunch/ 

'Why didn't you accept?' I asked. 

Donald paused. 'I would have done, but when I men- 
tioned that I was from Leeds, he told me he'd only been 
there once in his life, to watch a test match. No, that 
man has never heard of Rosemary Cooper or Jeremy 
Alexander ~ I'd bet my pension on it. So, now it's the 
turn of the professor. Let's head back towards Cam- 
bridge, Jenny. And drive slowly. I don't want' to catch 
up with the wing commander, or we'll all end up having 
to join him for lunch.' 

Jenny swung the car across the road and into the far 
lane, then headed back towards the city. After a couple 
of miles Donald told her to pull into the side of the 
road just past a sign announcing the Shelford Rugby 
• Club. 

'The professor and his wife live behind that hedge, 
Donald said, pointing across the road. 'Settle back, Mr 
Cooper. This might take some time.' 

At 12.30 Jenny went off to get some fish and chips 
from the village. I devoured them hungrily. By three 1 
was bored stiff again, and was beginning to wonder just 
how long Donald would hang around before we were 
allowed to return to the hotel. I remembered 'Happy 
Days' would be on at 6.30. 

We 11 sit here all night, if necessary,' Donald said, as 
if he were reading my thoughts. 'Forty-nine hours is 
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my record without sleep. What's yours, Jeniry?' he 
asked, never taking his eyes off the house. 

'Thirty-one, sir,' she replied. 

'Then this may be your chance to break that record, 
he said. A moment later, a woman in a white BMW 
nosed out of the driveway leading to the house and 
stopped at the edge of the pavement. She paused, looked 
both ways, then turned across the road and swung right, 
in the direction of Cambridge. As she passed us, 1 caught 
a glimpse of a blonde with a pretty face. 

'I've seen her before,' I blurted out. 

'Follow her, ]enny,' Donald said sharply. 'But keep 
your distance.' He turned round to face me. 

'Where have you seen her?' he asked, passing over 
the binoculars. 

'I can't remember,' I said, trying to focus on the back 
of a mop of fair, curly hair. 

'Think, man. Think. It's our best chance yet,' said. 
Donald, trying not to sound as if he was cross-examining 
an old lag. 

1 knew I had come across that face somewhere, though 
I felt certain we had never met. 1 had to rack my brains, 
because it was at least five years since I had seen any 
woman I recognised, let alone one that striking. But my 
mind remained blank. 

'Keep on thinking,' said the Don, 'while 1 try to find 
out something a little more simple. And Jenny - don't 
get too close to her. Never forget she's got a rear-view 
mirror. Mr Cooper may not remember her, but she may 
remember him.' 
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'I think it's time to let her go/ he said a moment 
cr. 'I need to check out several more leads before wc 
k coming face to face with either of them. Let's head 
ck to the hotel and consider our next move/ 

'I know it's only a coincidence/ I ventured, 'but when 
mew him, Jeremy had a white BMW/ 

'F173 BZK,' said Jenny. 'I remember it from the 

Donald swung round. 'Some people can't give up 
loking, you know, others drinking. But with some, 
5 a particular make of car,' he said. 'Although a lot of 
ople must drive white BMWs,' he muttered almost to 
mself. 

Once we were back in Donald's room, he began check- 
g through the file he had put together on Professor 
ilcescu. The Times report of his escape from Romania, 
told us, was the most detailed. 

P ROFESSOR BALCESCU first camc to promin- 
ence while still a student at the University of 
Bucharest, where he called for the overthrow of 
the elected government. The authorities seemed 
relieved when he was offered a place at Oxford, 
and must have hoped that they had seen the last 
of him. But he returned to Bucharest University 
three years later, taking up the position of tutor in 
Politics. Tlic following year he led a student revolt 
in support of Nicolae Ccausescu, and after he 
became president, Balcescu was rew^arded with a 
Cabinet post, as Minister of Education. But he 
soon became disillusioned with the Ccausescu 
regime, and within eighteen months he had 
resigned and returned to the university as a humble 
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Donald picked up the earphone and jabbed in 
numbers. 'Let's pray he doesn't realise I've retired,' 
mumbled. 

'DVLA Swansea. How can I help you?' 

'Sergeant Crann, please,' said Donald. 

'I'll put you through.' 

'Dave Crann.' 

'Donald Hackett.' 

'Good afternoon. Chief Superintendent. How ca 
help you?' 

'White BMW - K 273 SCE,' said Donald, starinj 
the car in front of him. 

'Hold on please, sir, I won't be a moment.' 

Donald kept his eye fixed on the BMW while 
waited. It was about thirty yards ahead of us, and he 
ing towards a green light. Jenny accelerated to m 
sure she wouldn't get trapped if the lights changed, i 
as she shot through an amber light, Sergeant Cn 
came back on the line. 

We've identified the car, sir,' he said. 'Registe 
owner Mrs Susan Balcescu, The Kendalls, High Stn 
Great Shelford, Cambridge. One endorsement for spei 
ing in a built-up area, 1991, a thirty-pound fine. 0th 
wise nothing known.' 

'Thank you, sergeant. That's most helpful' 

'My pleasure, sir.' ; 

Why should Rosemary want to contact the I 
cescus? Donald said as he clipped the phone back i 
p ace And is she contacting just one of them, or bof 
Neither of us attempted to answer. 
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'1 think it's time to let her go/ he said a moment 
later. 'I need to check out several more leads before we 
risk coming face to face with either of them. Let s head 
back to the hotel and consider our next move. 

'1 know it's only a coincidence/ 1 ventured, but when 
I knew him, Jeremy had a white BMW.' 

■F173 BZK,' said Jenny. '1 remember it from the 

file.' 

Donald swung round. 'Some people can't give up 
smoking, you know, others drinking. But with some, 
it's a particular make of car/ he said. 'Although a lot of 
people must drive white BMWs,' he muttered almost to 
himself. 

Once we were back in Donald's room, he began check- 
ing through the file he had put together on Professor 
Balcescu. The Times report of his escape from Romania, 
he told us, was the most detailed. 

P ROFESSOR BALCESCU first Came to promin- 
ence while still a student at the University of 
Bucharest, where he called for the overthrow of 
the elected government. The authorities seemed 
relieved when he was offered a place at Oxford, 
and must have hoped that they had seen the last 
of him. But he returned to Bucharest University 
three years later, taking up the position of tutor in 
Politics. The following year he led a student revolt 
in support of Nicolae Ceausescu, and after he 
became president, Balcescu was rewarded with a 
Cabinet post, as Minister of Education. But he 
soon became disillusioned with the Ceausescu 
regime, and within eighteen months he had 
resigned and returned to the university as a humble 


lie : .nd ‘“s . . . 

a f.ro«P , nrcccc" „tr of ''u beca"*®* 
niilparia an U'C ost. '"’‘*!!jert99°’^5 
CanttjntfR*' tcacfn''^^jn 
tempt 'meant' Ca'^'^iretnc^^ 

Movcmbcrl9')''' .noft 

.Mc.Kuv, nutccscn “ 1 n\vb«n 

i^uropcan s,„dics/ (hin'‘ kos®-' 

, *n Greece but it'? He ' 

^/'"J'ed.heb\ck-nna->vh'»^ 

r„„,f"“8'd man surrounaeJ W.^nO*"' . 

l2'"e like lorcmy. I , ,j 'Bf^, 

MOonaW'. cisseef® 

inning to look !^' ^Accoti^'^^j^ery 

Hound out yesterday* 

- .all 


^cu-delivers" his (fOtO 

rom ten o'clock to e e ^^^.jfig 
: wouldn't stop him jenny- 


TRIAL AND ERROR 


'If you'll allow me to finish/ said Hackett sharply. 
Jenny bowed her head, and he continued. 'At twelve 
o'clock he chairs a full departmental meeting in his 
office, attended by all members of staff. I'm sure you'll 
agree, Jenny, that it would be quite difficult for him to 
take a personal call at that time every Friday, given the 
circumstances.' 

Donald turned to me. 'I'm sorry to say we're back 
where we started, unless you can remember where 
you've seen Mrs Balcescu.' I shook my head. 'Perhaps 
I was mistaken,' I admitted. 

Donald and Jenny spent the next few hours going 
over the files, even checking every one of the ten phone 
numbers a second time. 

'Do you remember Rosemary's second call, sir,' said 
Jenny, in desperation. '"The Director's not in at the 
moment." Might that be the clue we're looking for?’ 

'Possibly,' said Donald. 'If we could find out who the 
Director is, we might be a step nearer to Jeremy 
Alexander.' 

I remember Jenny's last words before I left for my 
room. 'I wonder how many directors there are in Britain, 
chief.' 


Over breakfast in Donald's room the following morning, 
he reviewed all the intelligence that had been gathered 
to date, but none of us felt we were any ncarr 
solution. 

'What about Mrs Balcescu?' I said. 'She may I 
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person taking the call every Friday at midday, because 
that's the one time she knows exactly where her husband 
is.' 

'I agree. But is she simply Rosemary's messenger, or 
is she a friend of Jeremy's?' asked Donald. 

'Perhaps we'll have to tap her phone to find out,' said 
Jenny. 

Donald ignored her comment, and checked his watch. 
'It's time to go to Balcescu's lecture.' 

'Why are we bothering?' I asked. 'Surely we ought 
to be concentrating on Mrs Balcescu.' 

'You're probably right/ said Donald. 'But we can't 
afford to leave any stone unturned, and as his next lec- 
ture won't be for another week, we may as well get it 
over with. In any case, we'll be out by eleven, and if we 
find Mrs Balcescu's phone is engaged between twelve 
and twelve thirty . . .' 

After Donald had asked Jenny to bring the car round 
to the front of the hotel, I slipped back into my room 
to pick up something that had been hidden in the bottom 
of my suitcase for several weeks. A few minutes later I 
joined them, and Jenny drove us out of the hotel carpark, 
turning right into the main road. Donald glanced at me 
suspiciously in the rear-view mirror as I sat silently in 
the back. Did I look guilty? I wondered. 

Jenny spotted a parking meter a couple of hundred 
yards away from the Department of European Studies, 
and pulled in. We got out of the car and followed the 
flow of students along the pavement and up the steps. 
No one gave us a second look. Once we had entered the 
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building, Donald whipped off his tie and slipped it in his 
jacket pocket. He looked more like a Marxist revolution- 
ary than most of the people heading towards the lecture. 

The lecture theatre was clearly signposted, and we 
entered it by a door on the ground floor, which turned 
out to be the only way in or out. Donald immediately 
walked up the raked auditorium to the back row of seats. 
Jenny and I followed, and Donald instructed me to sit 
behind a student who looked as if he spent his Saturday 
afternoons playing lock forward for his college rugby 
team. 

While we waited for Balcescu to enter the room, I 
began to look around. The lecture theatre was a large 
semi-circle, not unlike a miniature Greek amphitheatre, 
and 1 estimated that it could hold around three hundred 
students. By the time the clock on the front wall read 
9.55 there was hardly a seat to be found. No further 
proof was needed of the professor's reputation. 

I felt a light sweat forming on my forehead as I waited 
for Balcescu to make his entrance. As the clock struck 
ten the door of the lecture theatre opened. I was so 
disappointed at the sight that greeted me that I groaned 
aloud. He couldn't have been less like Jeremy. I leaned 
across to Donald. 'Wrong-coloured hair, wrong-coloured 
eyes, about thirty pounds too light.' The Don showed 
no reaction. 

'So the connection has to be with Mrs Balcescu,' whis- 
pered Jenny. 

'Agreed,' said Donald under his breath. 'But we're 
stuck here for the next hour, because we certainly can't 
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risk drawing attention to ourselves by walking out. We'll 
just have to make a dash for it as soon as the leaure is 
over. We'll still have time to see if she's at home to 
•^'ike the twelve o'clock call.' He paused. 'I should have 
lecked the layout of the building earlier.' Jenny 
jddened slightly, because she knew / meant you. 

And then I suddenly remembered where I had seen 
drs Balcescu. I was about to tell Donald, but the room 
?1I silent as the professor began delivering his opening 
fiords. 

This is the sixth of eight lectures,' he began, 'on 
ecent social and economic trends in Eastern Europe, 
n a thick Central European accent he launched into a 
liscourse that sounded as if he had given it many times 
before.- The undergraduates began scribbling away on 
heir pads, but I became increasingly irritated by the 
:ontinual drone of the professor's nasal vowels, as I was 
mpatient to tell Hackett about Mrs Balcescu and to get 
?ack to Great Shelford as quickly as possible. I found 
Tiyself glancing up at the clock on the wall every few 
minutes. Not unlike my own schooldays, I thought. I 
touched my jacket pocket. It was still there, even though 
Dn this occasion it would serve no useful purpose. 

Halfway through the lecture, the lights were dimmed 
50 the professor could illustrate some of his points with 
slides. 1 glanced at the first few graphs as they appeared 
on the screen, showing different income groups across 
Eastern Europe related to their balance of payments and 
export figures, but I ended up none the wiser, and not 
just because I had missed the first five lectures. 
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The assistant in charge of the projector managed to 
get one of the slides upside down, showing Germany 
bottom of the export table and Romania top, which 
caused a light ripple of laughter throughout the theatre. 
The professor scowled, and began to deliver his lecture 
at a faster and faster pace, which only caused the assis- 
tant more difficulty in finding the right slides to coincide 
with the professor's statements. 

Once again I became bored, and I was relieved when, 
at five to eleven, Balcescu called for the final graph. The 
previous one was replaced by a blank screen. Everyone 
began looking round at the assistant, who was searching 
desperately for the slide. The professor became irritable 
as the minute hand of the clock approached eleven. Still 
the assistant failed to locate the missing slide. He flicked 
the shutter back once again, but nothing appeared 
on the screen, leaving the professor brightly illuminated 
by a beam of light. Balcescu stepped forward, and began 
drumming his fingers impatiently on the wooden lec- 
tern. Then he turned sideways, and I caught his profile 
for the first time. There was a small scar above his right 
eye, which must have faded over the years, but in the 
bright light of the beam it was clear to see. 

'It's him!' I whispered to Donald as the clock struck 
eleven. The lights came up, and the professor quickly 
left the lecture theatre without another word. 

1 leapt over the back of my bench scat, and began 
charging down the gangway, but my progress was 
impeded by students who were already sauntering out 
into the aisle. 1 pushed my way past them until I had 


77 



twelve red herrings 

reached ground level, and bolted through the door by 
which the professor had left so abruptly. I spotted him 
at the end of the corridor. He was opening another door, 
and disappeared out of sight. I ran after him, dodging 
in and out of the chattering students. 

When I reached the door that had just been closed 
behind him 1 looked up at the sign. 

PROFESSOR BALCESCU 
Director of European Studies 

1 threw the door open, to discover a woman sitting 
behind a desk checking some papers. Another door was 

closing behind her. 

'I need to see Professor Balcescu immediately, l 
shouted, knowing that if I didn't get to him before Ha 
ett caught up with me, I might lose my resolve. 

The woman stopped what she was doing an o6 ec 
up at me. 'The Director is expecting an overseas call a 
any moment, and cannot be disturbed, she replie . 1 n 

sorry, but . . .' j u 

I ran straight past her, puUed open the door and rushe< 
into the room, where I came face to face with Jerem. 
Alexander for the first time since I had left him yn'i 
on the floor of my drawing room. He was talking animat 
edly on the phone, but he looked up, and recogni^ m 
immediately. When I pulled the gun from my po 
dropped the receiver. As I took aim, the blood su sf 
drained from his face. 

'Are you there, Jeremy?' asked an a^tated voice o 
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the Other end of the line. Despite the passing of time, 

1 had no difficulty in recognising Rosemary's strident 
tones. 

Jeremy was shouting, 'No, Richard, no! 1 can explain! 
Believe me, 1 can explain!' as Donald came running in. 
He came to an abrupt halt by the professor's desk, but 
showed no interest in Jeremy. 

'Don't do it, Richard,' he pleaded. 'You'll only spend 
the rest of your life regretting it.' I remember thinking 
it was the first time he had ever called me Richard. 

'Wrong, for a change, Donald,' I told him. 'I won't 
regret killing Jeremy Alexander. You see, he's already 
been pronounced dead once. I know, because I was sen- 
tenced to life imprisonment for his murder. I'm sure 
you're aware of the meaning of "autrefois acquit", and 
will therefore know that I can't be charged a second 
lime with a crime I've already been convicted of and 
sentenced for. Even though this time they will have a 
body.' 

I moved the gun a few inches to the right, and aimed 
at Jeremy's heart. I squeezed the trigger just as Jenny 
came charging into the room. She dived at my legs. 

Jeremy and I both hit the ground with a thud. 


Well, as 1 pointed out to you at the beginning of this 
chronicle, 1 ought to explain why I'm in jail — or, to be 
more accurate, why I'm back in jail. 

I was tried a second time; on this occasion for 
attempted murder — despite the fact that 1 had only 
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grazed the bloody man's shoulder. I still blame Jenny 
for that. 

Mind you, it was worth it just to hear Matthew's 
closing speech, because he certainly understood the 
meaning of 'autrefois acquit’. He surpassed himself with 
his description of Rosemary as a calculating, evil Jezebel, 
and Jeremy as a man motivated by malice and greed, 
quite willing to cynically pose as a national hero while 
his victim was rotting his life away in jail, put there by 
a wife's perjured testimony of which he had unques- 
tionably been the mastermind. In another four years, a 
furious Matthew told the jury, they would have been 
able to pocket several more millions between them. This 
time the jury looked on me with considerable sympathy. 

'Thou shalt not bear false witness against any man,' 
were Sir Matthew's closing words, his sonorous tones 
making him sound like an Old Testament prophet. 

The tabloids always need a hero and a villain. This 
time they had got themselves a hero and two villains. 
They seemed to have forgotten everything they had 
printed during the previous trial about the oversexed 
lorry driver, and it would be foolish to suggest that the 
page after page devoted to every sordid detail of Jeremy 
and Rosemary's deception didn't influence the jury. 

They found me guilty, of course, but only because 
they weren't given any choice. In his summing up the 
judge almost ordered them to do so. But the foreman 
expressed his fellow jurors' hope that, given the circum- 
stances, the judge might consider a lenient sentence. 
Mr Justice Lampton obviously didn't read the tabloids, 
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because he lectured me for several minutes, and then 
said I would be sent down for five years. 

Matthew was on his feet immediately, appealing for 
clemency on the grounds that I had already serv'ed a 
long sentence. 'This man looks out on the world through 
a window of tears,' he told the judge. 'I beseech your 
lordship not to put bars across that window a second 
time/ The applause from the gallery was so thunderous 
that the judge had to instruct the bailiffs to clear the 
court before he could respond to Sir Matthew's plea. 

'His lordship obviously needs a little time to think,' 
Matthew explained under his breath as he passed me in 
the dock. After much deliberation in his chambers, Mr 
justice Lampton settled on three years. Later that day I 
was sent to Ford Open Prison. 

After considerable press comment during the next few 
, weeks, and what Sir Matthew described to the Court of 
, Appeal as 'my client's unparalleled affliction and exemp- 
, lary behaviour', I ended up only having to serve nine 
months. 

Meanwhile, Jeremy had been arrested at Adden- 
brookes Hospital by Allan Leeke, Deputy Chief Con- 
jr stable of Cambridgeshire. After three days in a heavily 
guarded ward he was charged with conspiracy to pervert 
the course of public justice, and transferred to Armley 
Prison to await trial. He comes before the Leeds Crown 
Court next month, and you can be sure I'll be 

gallery following the proceedings every daj. ^ ^ ^ 
Fingers and the boys gave him a vety 
vvclcome. I'm told he's lost even more weight tK-’^hc did 
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bought a cottage in the West Country and settled down 
to watch Bath play rugby. Jenny has joined a private 
detective agency in London, but is already complaining 
about her salary and conditions. Williams has returned to 
Bradford and derided on an early retirement. It was he 
who pointed out the painfully obvious fact that when it's 
twelve o'clock in France, it's only eleven o'clock in 
Britain. 

By the way. I've derided to go back to Leeds after all. 
Cooper's went into liquidation as I suspeaed they v/ould, 
the new management team not proving all that effective 
when itcame to ridingouta recession. Theoffirial receiver 
was only too delighted to accept my offer of £250,000 for 
what remained of the company, because no one else was 
showing the slightest interest in it. Poor Jeremy will get 
almost nothing for his shares. Still, you should look up 
the nev/ stock in the F.T. around the middle of next year, 
and buy yourself a few, because they'll be w’hat my father 
would have called 'a risk worth taking'. 

By the way, Matthew advises me that I've just given 
you what's termed as 'inside information', so please 
don t pass it c 
a third time. 



CHEAP AT 
HALF THE PRICE 




'\^/^OMEN ARE NATURALLY SUPERIOR TO 
men, and Mrs Consuela Rosenheim was no exception. 

Victor Rosenheim, an American banker, was Con- 
suela's third husband, and the gossip columns on both 
sides of the Atlantic were suggesting that, like a chain 
smoker, the former Colombian model was already 
searching for her next spouse before she had extracted 
the last gasp from the old one. Her first two husbands 
- one an Arab, the other a ]ew (Consuela showed no 
racial prejudice when it came to signing marriage con- 
tracts] - had not quite left her in a position that would 
guarantee her finanaal security once her natural beauty 
had faded. But two more divorce settlements would sort 
that out. With this in mind, Consuela estimated that 
she only had another five years before the final vow 
must be taken. 

The Rosenheims flew into London from their home 
in New York- or, to be more accurate, from their homes 
in New York. Consuela had travelled to the airport by 
chauffeur-driven car from their mansion in the Hamp- 
tons, while her husband had been taken from his Wall 
Street office in a second chauffeur-driven car. They met 
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up in the Concorde lounge at JFK. When they had landed 
at Heathrow another limousine transported them to the 
Ritz, where they were escorted to their usual suite with- 
out any suggestion of having to sign forms or book in. 

The purpose of their trip was twofold. Mr Rosenheim 
was hoping to take over a small merchant bank that had 
not benefited from the recession, while Mrs Rosenheim 
intended to occupy her time looking for a suitable birth- 
day present - for herself. Despite considerable research 
I have been unable to discover exactly which birthday 
Consuela would officially be celebrating. 

After a sleepless night induced by jetlag, Victor 
Rosenheim was whisked away to an early-morning 
meeting in the City, while Consuela remained in bed 
toying with her breakfast. She managed one piece of 
thin unbuttered toast and a stab at a boiled egg. 

Once the breakfast tray had been removed, Consuela 
made a couple of phone calls to confirm luncheon dates 
for the two days she would be in London. She then 
disappeared into the bathroom. 

Fifty minutes later she emerged from her suite dressed 
in a pink Olaganie suit with a dark blue collar, her fair 
hair bouncing on her shoulders. Few of the men she 
passed between the elevator and the revolving doors 
failed to turn their heads, so Consuela judged that the 
previous fifty minutes had not been wasted. She stepped 
out of the hotel and into the morning sun to begin her 
search for the birthday present, 

Consuela began her quest in New Bond Street. As in 
the past, she had no intention of straying more than a 
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few blocks north, south, east or west from that com- 
forting landmark, whUe a chauffeur-driven car hovered 
a few yards behind her. 

She spent some time in Asprey's considering the latest 
slimline watches, a gold statue of a tiger with jade eyes, 
and a Faberge egg, before moving on to Cartier, where 
she dismiss^ a aested silver salver, a platinum watch 
and a Louis XIV long-ose dock. From there she walked 
another few yards to Tiffany's, which, despite a deter- 
mined salesman who showed her almost ever3^hing the 
shop had to offer, she still left empty-handed. 

Consuela stood on the pavement and checked her 
watch. It was 12.52, and she had to accept that it had 
been a fruitless morning. She instructed her diauffeur 
to drive her to Harry's Bar, where she found Mrs Stavros 
Kleanthis waiting for her at their usual table. Consuela 
greeted her friend with a Idss on both cheeks, and took 
the scat opposite her. 

Mrs Kleanthis, the wife of a not unknown shipowner 

- the Greeks preferring one wife and several liaisons 

- had for the last few minutes been concentrating her 
attention on the menu to be sure that the restaurant 
served the few dishes that her latest diet would permit. 
Between them, the two women had read every book 
that had reached number one on the New York Times 
^tseller list which included the words 'youth', 

'orgasm', 'slimming', 'Rtness' or 'immortality' in its 
title. 

'How's Victor?' asked Maria, once she and Consuela 
had that** 
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Consuela paused to consider her response, and decided ' 
on the truth. 

'Fast reaching his sell-by date,' she replied. 'And i 
Stavros?' ' 

'Well past his. I'm afraid,' said Maria. 'But as 1 have 
neither your looks nor your figure, not to mention the 
faa that I have three teenage children, I don't suppose 
I'll be returning to the market to selert the latest brand.' 
Consuela smiled as a salade nijoise was placed in front 
her. 

'So, what brings you to London - other than to have 
nch with an old friend?' asked Maria. 

'Victor has his eye on another bank,' replied Consuela, 
if she were discussing a child who collected stamps, 
jcid I'm in search of a suitable birthday present.' 

'And what are you expecting Victor to come up with 
is time?' asked Maria. 'A house in the country? A 
oroughbred racehorse? Or perhaps your own Lear jet?' 
'None of the above,' said Consuela, placing her fork 
' the half-finished salad. 'I need something that can't 
bargained over at a future date, so my gift must be 
le that any court, in any state, will acknowledge is 
tquestionably mine.' 

'Have you found anything appropriate yet?’ asked 
aria. 

'Not yet,' admitted Consuela. 'Asprey's yielded noth- 
g of interest, Cartier's cupboard was almost bare, and 
e only attractive thing in Tiffany's was the salesman, 
bo was undoubtedly penniless. I shall have to continue 
y search this afternoon.' 
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The salad plates were deftly removed by a waiter 
?hom Maria considered far too yoimg and far too thin, 
mother waiter with the same problem poured them 
oth a cup of fresh decaffeinated coffee. Consuela 
cfused the proffered cream and sugar, though her com- 
lanion was not quite so disciplined. 

The two ladies grumbled on about the sacrifices they 
vere having to make because of the recession until they 
vere the only diners left in the room. At this point a 
atter waiter presented them with the bill - an extraordi- 
larily long ledger considering that neither of them had 
ardered a second course, or had requested more than 
Evian from the wine waiter. 

On the pavement of South Audley Street they kissed 
again on both cheeks before going their separate ways, 
one to the east and the other to the west. 

Consuela climbed into the back of her chauffeur- 
driven car in order to be returned to New Bond Street, 
a distance of no more than half a mile. 

Once she was back on familiar territory, she began 
to work her way steadily down the other side of the 
street, stopping at Bentley's, where it appeared that they 
hadn't sold anything since last year, and moving rapidly 
on to Adler, who seemed to be suffering from much the 
same problem. She cursed the recession once again, 
and blamed it all on Bill Clinton, who Victor had 
assured her was the cause of most of the world's current 
problems. 

Consuela was beginning to despair of finding anything 
worthwhile in Bond Street, and reluctantly began her 
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journey back towards the Ritz, feeling she might even 
have to consider an expedition to Knightsbridge the fol- 
lowing day, when she came to a sudden halt outside the 
House of Graff. Consuela could not recall the shop from 
her last visit to London some six months before, and as 
she knew Bond Street better than she had ever known 
any of her three husbands, she concluded that it must 
?e a new establishment. 

She gazed at the stunning gems in their magnifi- 
:ent settings, heavily protected behind the bulletproof 
vindows. When she reached the third window her 
nouth opened vwde, like a newborn chick demanding to 
)e fed. From that moment she knew that no further 
rxcursions would be necessary, for there, hanging round 
t slender marble neck, was a peerless diamond and ruby 
lecklace. She felt that she had seen the magnificent piece 
)f jewellery somewhere before, but she quickly dis- 
nissed the thought from her mind, and continued to 
tudy the exquisitely set rubies surrounded by perfectly 
Mt diamonds, making up a necklace of unparalleled 
>eauty. Without giving a moment's thought to how 
nuch the object might cost, Consuela walked slowly 
owards the thick glass door at the entrance to the shop, 
tnd pressed a discreet ivory button on the wall. The 
douse of Graff obviously had no interest in passing 
rade. 

The door was unlocked by a security officer who 
leeded no more than a glance at Mrs Rosenheim to 
mow that he should usher her quickly through to the 
nner portals, where a second door was opened and 


92 



CHEAP AT HALF THE PRICE 

Consuela came face to face with a tail, imposing man 
in a long black coat and pinstriped trousers. 

'Good afternoon, madam,' he said, bowing slightly. 
Consuela noticed that he surreptitiously admired her 
rings as he did so- 'Can I be of assistance?' 

Although the room was full of treasures that might 
in normal drcumstances have deserved hours of her 
attention, Consuela's mind was focused on only one 
object. 

'Yes. 1 would like to study more closely the diamond 
and ruby necklace on display in the third window.' 

'Certainly, madam,' the manager replied, pulling back 
a chair for his customer. He nodded almost impercep- 
tibly to an assistant, who silently walked over to the 
window, unlocked a little door and extracted the neck- 
lace. The manager slipped behind the counter and 
pressed a concealed button. Four floors above, a slight 
burr sounded in the private office of Mr Laurence Graff, 
warning the proprietor that a customer had enquired 
after a particularly expensive item, and that he might 
wish to deal with them personally. 

Laurence Graff glanced up at the television screen on 
the wall to his left, which showed him what was taking 
place on the ground floor. 

Ah, he said, once he saw the lady in the pink suit 
seated at the Louis XIV table. 'Mrs Consuela Rosenheim, 
if 1 m not mistaken.' Just as the Speaker of the House 
of Commons can identify every one of its 650 members, 
so Laurence Graff recognised the 650 customers who 
might be able to afford the most extravagant of his 
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treasures. He quickly stepped from behind his desk, 
walked out of his office and took the waiting lift to the 
ground floor. 

Meanwhile, the manager had laid out a black velvet 
cloth on the table in front of Mrs Rosenheim, and the 
assistant placed the necklace delicately on top of it. Con- 
suela stared down at the object of her desire, mes- 
merised. 

'Good afternoon, Mrs Rosenheim,' said Laurence 
Graff as he stepped out of the lift and walked across the 
lick pile carpet towards his would-be customer. 'How 
ice to see you again.' 

He had in truth only seen her once before - at a 
itoulder-to-shoulder cocktail party in Manhattan. But 
fter that, he could have spotted her at a hundred paces 
n a moving escalator. 

'Good afternoon, Mr . . .' Consuela hesitated, feeling 
nsure of herself for the first time that day. 

'Laurence Graff,' he said, offering his hand. 'We met 
t Sotheby Parke Benett last year - a charity function 
1 aid of the Red Cross, if I remember correctly.' 

'Of course,' said Mrs Rosenheim, unable to recall him, 
r the occasion. 

Mr Graff bowed reverently towards the diamond and 
uby necklace. 

'The Kanemarra heirloom,' he purred, then paused, 
efore taking the manager's place at the table. 'Fashioned 
a 193^ hy Silvio di Larchi,' he continued. 'All the rubies 
/ere extracted from a single mine in Burma, over a 
eriod of twenty years. The diamonds were purchased 
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from De Beers by an Egyptian merchant who, after the 
necklace had been made up for him, offered the unique 
piece to King Farouk - for services rendered. When the 
monarch married Princess Farida he presented it to her 
on their wedding day, and she in return bore him four 
heirs, none of whom, alas, was destined to succeed to 
the throne.' Graff looked up from one object of beauty, 
and gazed on another. 

'Since then it has passed through several hands before 
arriving at the House of Graff,' continued the proprietor. 
'Its most recent owner was an actress, whose husband's 
oil wells unfortunately dried up.' 

The flicker of a smile crossed the face of Consuela 
Rosenheim as she finally recalled where she had pre- 
viously seen the necklace. 

'Quite magnificent,' she said, giving it one final look. 
'1 will be back,' she added as she rose from her chair. 
Graff accompanied her to the door. Nine out of ten cus- 
tomers who make such a claim have no intention of 
returning, but he could always sense the tenth. 

'May I ask the price?' Consuela asked indifferently as 
he held the door open for her. 

'One million pounds, madam,' Graff replied, as casu- 
ally as if she had enquired about the cost of a plastic 
keyring at a seaside gift shop. 

Once she had reached the pavement, Consuela dis- 
missed her chauffeur. Her mind was now working at a 
speed that would have impressed her husband. She 
slipped across the road, calling first at The White House, 
then Yves Saint Laurent, and finally at Chanel, emerging 
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he finally ordered a large brandy, lit a dgar and leaned 
back in his chair, she began to run her elegantly stock- 
inged right foot gently along the inside of his thigh. For 
the first time that evening, Viaor stopped thinking about 
the takeover. 

As they left the dining room and strolled towards the 
lift, Victor placed an arm around his wife's slim waist. 
By the time the lift had reached the sixth floor he had 
already taken off his jacket, and his hand had slipped a 
few inches further down. Consuela giggled. Long before 
they had reached the door of their suite he had begun 
tugging off his tie. 

When they entered the room, Consuela placed the 'Do 
Not Disturb' sign on the outside doorknob. For the next 
few minutes Victor was transfixed to the spot as he 
watched his slim wife slowly remove each garment she 
had purchased that afternoon. He quickly pulled off his 
own clothes, and wished once again that he had carried 
out his New Year's resolution. 

Forty minutes later, Victor lay exhausted on the bed. 
After a few moments of sighing, he began to snore. 
Consuela pulled the sheet over their naked bodies, but 
her eyes remained wide open. She was already going 
over the next step in her plan. 

Viaor awoke the following morning to discover his 
wife's hand gently stroking the inside of his leg. He 
rolled over to face her, the memory of the previous night 
still vivid in his mind. They made love a secon^^mc, 
something they had not done for as long as, "'uld 
recall. 
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It was not until he stepped out of the shower that 
Victor remembered it was his wife's birthday, and that 
he had promised to spend the morning with her selecting 
a gift. He only hoped that her eye had already settled 
on something she wanted, as he needed to spend most 
of the day closeted in the City with his lawyers, going 
over the offer document line by line. 

'Happy birthday, darling,' he said as he padded back 
into the bedroom. 'By the way, did you have any luck 
finding a present?' he added as he scanned the front page 
the Financial Times, which was already speculating 
the possible takeover, describing it as a coup. A smile 
satisfaction appeared on Victor's face for the second 
ne that morning. 

'Yes, my darling,' Consuela replied. 'I did come across 
e little bauble that 1 rather liked. I just hope it isn't 
0 expensive. ' 

'And how much is this "little bauble"?' Victor asked. 
)nsuela turned to face him. She was wearing only two 
rments, both of them black, and both of them remark- 
ly skimpy. 

Victor started to wonder if he still had the time, but 
en he remembered the lawyers, who had been up all 
ght and would be waiting patiently for him at the 
nk. 

'I didn't ask the price,' Consuela replied. 'You're so 
uch cleverer than I am at that sort of thing,' she added, 
she slipped into a navy silk blouse. 

Victor glanced at his watch. 'How far away is it?' he 
ted. 
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'Just acrcss the road, in Bond Street, my (king, 
Consuela repUed. 1 shouldn't have to delay you for too 
long/ She fcneH- exactly vd\at was going througjt her 
husband's mind. 

'Good. Then let's go and look at this little bauble 
Vfithout delay/ he said as he did up the buttons on his 
shirt. 

While Victor finished dressing, Consuela, with the 
help of the financial Times, skilfully guided the conver- 
sation bad to his triumph of the previous day. She 
listened once more to the details of the takeover as they 
left the hotel and strolled up Bond Street together arm 
in arm. 

'Probably saved myself several million,' he told her 
yet again. Consuela smiled as she led him to the door 
of the House of Graff. 

'Several million?' she gasped. 'How clever you are, 
Victor.' 

The security guard quiddy opened the door, and this 
rime Consuela found that Idr Graff v/as already standing 
by the table waiting for her. He hov/ed lov/, then tum^ 
to ViaoT. TAzy I offer my congratulations on your brilli- 
ant coup, Mr Pvosenheim.' Victor smiled. 'How may I 
help you?' 

My husband would like to see the Kanemarra heir- 
loom,' said Consuela, before Victor had a chance to 
reply. 

Of course, madam,' said the proprietor. He stepped 
^hind the table and spread out the black velvet doth. 
Once again the assistant removed the 
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necklace from its stand in the third window, and care 
fully laid it out on the centre of the velvet cloth to sho\ 
the jewels to their best advantage. Mr Graff was abou 
to embark on the piece's history, when Victor simph 
said, 'How much is it?' 

Mr Graff raised his head. 'This is no ordinary pieo 
of jewellery. I feel • • 

'How much?' repeated Victor. 

'Its provenance alone warrants . . .' 

'How much?' 

'The sheer beauty, not to mention the craftsmanshij 
involved . . .' 

'How much?' asked Victor, his voice now rising. 

'. . . the word unique would not be inappropriate.' 

'You may be right, but 1 still need to know how mud 
it's going to cost me,' said Victor, who was beginning 
to sound exasperated. 

'One million pounds, sir,' Graff said in an even tone, 
aware that he could not risk another superlative. ' 

'I'll settle at half a million, no more,' came back tht 
immediate reply. 

'I am sorry to say, sir,' said Graff, 'that with this 
particular piece, there is no room for bargaining.' 

'There's always room for bargaining, whatever one 
is selling,' said Victor. 'I repeat my offer. Half a 
million.' 

'I fear that in this case, sir . . .' 

'I feel confident that you'll see things my way, given 
time,' said Victor. 'But I don't have that much time to 
spare this morning, so I'll write out a cheque for half a 
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million, and leave you to decide whether you wish to 
cash it or not.' 

'1 fear you are wasting your time, sir,' said Graff. *1 
cannot let the Kanemarra heirloom go for less than one 
million.' 

Victor took out a chequebook from his inside pocket, 
unsaewed the top of his fountain pen, and wrote out 
the words 'Five Hundred Thousand Pounds Only' below 
the name of the bank that bore his name. His wife took 
a discreet pace backwards. 

Graff was about to repeat his previous comment, when 
he glanced up, and observed Mrs Rosenheim silently 
pleading with him to accept the cheque. 

A look of curiosity came over his face as Consuela 
continued her urgent mime. 

Virtor tore out the cheque and left it on the table. 'Tl' 
give you twenty-four hours to decide,' he said. 'W« 
return to New York tomorrow morning - with or vnth- 
out the Kanemarra heirloom. It's your decision.' 

Graff left the cheque on the table as he accompanie< 
Mr and Mrs Rosenheim to the front door and bowe< 
them out onto Bond Street, 

'You were brilliant, my darling,' said Consuela as th 
chauffeur opened the car door for his master. 

'The bank,' Rosenheim instructed as he fell into th 
back seat, 'You'll have your little bauble, Consuela. He'] 
cash the cheque before the twenty-four hours are up, c 
that I'm sure.' The chauffeur closed the back door, an 
the window purred down as Victor added with a smih 
'Happy birthday, darling.' 
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million, and leave you to decide whether you wish to 
cash it or not.' 

'I fear you are wasting your time, sir,' said Graff. 'I 
cannot let the Kanemarra heirloom go for less than one 
million.' 

Victor took out a chequebook from his inside pocket, 
unscrewed the top of his fountain pen, and wrote out 
the words 'Five Hundred Thousand Pounds Only' below 
the name of the bank that bore his name. His wife took 
a discreet pace backwards. 

Graff was about to repeat his previous comment, when 
he glanced up, and observed Mrs Rosenheim silently 
pleading with him to accept the cheque. 

A look of curiosity came over his face as Consuela 
continued her urgent mime. 

Victor tore out the cheque and left it on the table. 'I'll 
give you twenty-four hours to decide,' he said. 'We 
return to New York tomorrow morning - with or with- 
out the Kanemarra heirloom. It's your decision.' 

Graff left the cheque on the table as he accompanied 
Mr and Mrs Rosenheim to the front door and bowed 
them out onto Bond Street. 

'You were brilliant, my darling,' said Consuela as the 
chauffeur opened the car door for his master. 

'The bank,' Rosenheim instructed as he fell into the 
back seat. 'You'll have your little bauble, Consuela. He'll 
cash the cheque before the twenty-four hours are up, of 
that I'm sure.' The chauffeur closed the back door, and 
the window purred down as Victor added with a smile, 
'Happy birthday, darling.' 
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Consuela returned his smile, and blew him a kiss as 
the car pulled out into the traffic and edged its way 
towards Piccadilly. The morning had not turned out 
quite as she had plarmed, because she felt unable to agree 
with her husband's judgement - but then, she still had 
twenty-four hours to play with. 

Consuela returned to the suite at the Ritz, undressed, 
took a shower, opened another bottle of perfume, and 
slowly began to change into the second outfit she had 
purchased the previous day. Before she left the room 
she turned to the commodities section of the Financial 
Times, and checked the price of green coffee. 

She emerged from the Arlington Street entrance of 
the Ritz wearing a double-breasted navy blue Yves Saint 
Laurent suit and a wide-brimmed red and white hat. 
Ignoring her chauffeur, she hailed a taxi, instmcting the 
driver to take her to a small, discreet hotel in Knights- 
bridge. Fifteen minutes later she entered the foyer with 
her head bowed, and after giving the name of her hort 
to the manager, was accompanied to a suite on the fouim 
floor. Her luncheon companion stood as she entered the 
room, walked forward, kissed her on both cheeks an 


wished her a happy birthday. 

After an intimate lunch, and an even more intimate 
hour spent in the adjoining room, Consuela's companion 
listened to her request and, having first checked ^ 
watch, agreed to accompany her to Mayfair. He di * 
mention to her that he would have to be back in a 
office by four o'clock to take an important call 
South America, Since the downfall of the Brazihan 
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president, coffee prices had gone through the roof. 

As the car travelled down Brompton Road, Consuela's 
companion telephoned to check the latest spot price of 
green coffee in New York (only her skill in bed had 
managed to stop him from calling earlier). He was 
pleased to learn that it was up another two cents, but 
not as pleased as she was. Eleven minutes later, the car 
deposited them outside the House of Graff. 

When they entered the shop together arm in arm, Mr 
Graff didn't so much as raise an eyebrow. 

'Good afternoon, Mr Carvalho,' he said. 'I do hope 
that your estates yielded an abundant crop this 
year.' 

Mr Carvalho smiled and replied, 'I cannot complain.' 

'And how may I assist you?' enquired the proprietor. 

'We would like to see the diamond necklace in the 
third window,' said Consuela, without a moment's hesi- 
tation. 

'Of course, madam,' said Graff, as if he were address- 
ing a complete stranger. 

Once again the black velvet cloth was laid out on the 
table, and once again the assistant placed the Kanemarra 
heirloom in its centre. 

This time Mr Graff was allowed to relate its history, 
before Carvalho politely enquired after the price. 

'One million pounds,' said Graff. 

After a moment's hesitation, Carvalho said, 'I'm will- 
ing to pay half a million.' 

'This is no ordinary piece of jewellery,' replied the 
proprietor. 'I feel . . .' 
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'Possibly not, but half a million is my best offer,' Mid 
Carvalho. 

'The sheer beauty, not to mention the craftsmanship 
involved . . / 

'Nevertheless, I am not willing to go above half a 
million.' 

. . the word unique would not be inappropriate.' 

'Half a million, and no more,' insisted Carvalho. 

'I am sorry to say, sir/ said Graff, 'that with this 
particular piece there is no room for bargaining.' 

There's always room for bargaining, whatever one is 
selling,' the coffee grower insisted. 

'I fear that is not true in this case, sir. You 
see . . .' 

'I suspect you will come to your senses in time,' said 
Carvalho. 'But, regrettably, I do not have any time to 
spare this afternoon. I will write out a cheque for half 
a million pounds, and leave you to decide whether you 
wish to cash it.' 

Carvalho took a chequebook from his inside pocket, 
unscrewed the top of his fountain pen, and wrote out the 
words 'Five Hundred Thousand Pounds Only'. Consuela 
looked silently on. 

Carvalho tore out the cheque, and left it on the 
counter. 

'I'll give you twenty-four hours to dedde. I leave for 
Chicago on the early evening Bight tomorrow. If the 
cheque has not been presented by the time I reach my 
office . . .' 

Graff bowed his head slightly, and left the dieque on 
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the table. He accompanied them to the door, and bowed 
again when they stepped out onto the pavement. 

'You were brilliant, my darling,' said Consuela as the 
chauffeur opened the car door for his employer. 

'The Exchange,' said Carvalho. Turning back to face 
his mistress, he added, 'You'll have your necklace before 
the day is out, of that I'm certain, my darling.' 

Consuela smiled and waved as the car disappeared in 
the direction of Piccadilly, and on this occasion she felt 
able to agree with her lover's judgement. Once the car 
had turned the comer, she slipped back into the House 
of Graff. 

The proprietor smiled, and handed over the smartly 
wrapped gift. He bowed low and simply said, 'Happy 
birthday, Mrs Rosenheim.' 
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R-OBERT henry kefford hi, known to 
his friends as Bob, was in bed with a girl called Helen 
when he first heard about Dougie Mortimer's right arm. 

Bob was sorry to be leaving Cambridge. He had spent 
three glorious years at St John's, and although he hadn't 
read as many books as he had done for his undergraduate 
degree at the University of Chicago, he had striven every 
bit as hard to come head of the river. 

It wasn't unusual for an American to win a rowing 
blue in the early 1970s, but to have stroked a victorious 
Cambridge eight for three years in a row was acknowl- 
edged as a first. 

Bob's father, Robert Henry Kefford II, known to his 
friends as Robert, had travelled over to England to watch 
his son take part in all three races from Putney to Mort- 
lake. After Bob had stroked Cambridge to victory for 
the third time, his father told him that he 
return to his native Illinois without having present a 
memento to the University Boat Club that they w-ou 
remember him by. ^ 

'And don't forget, my boy,' declared Robert 
Kefford 11, 'the gift must not be ostentatious. 
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show that you have made an effort to present them with 
an object of historic value than give them something 
that obviously cost a great deal of money. 'Hie British 
appreciate that sort of thing.' 

Bob spent many hours pondering his father* s words, 
but completely failed to come up with any worthwhile 
ideas. After all, the Cambridge University Boat Club had 
more silver cups and trophies than they could possibly 

as on a Sunday morning that Helen first men- 
the name of Dougie Mortimer. She and Bob were 
n each other's arms, when she started prodding 
qjs. 

iis some form of ancient British foreplay that I 
to know about?' Bob asked, placing his free arm 
Helen's shoulder. 

tainly not,' Helen replied. 'I was simply trying to 
;r if your biceps are as big as Dougie Mortimer's.' 
Job had never known a girl talk about another 
'hile he was in bed with her, he was unable to 
>f an immediate response. 

I are they?' he eventually enquired, flexing his 
s. 

d to tell,' Helen replied. 'I've never actually 
d Dougie's arm, only seen it at a distance.' 

I where did you come across this magnificent 
en of manhood?' 

angs over the bar at my dad's local, in Hull.' 
sn't Dougie Mortimer find that a little painful?' 
Job, laughing. 
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dougie mortimer^s right arm 

‘Doubt if he cares that much,' said Helen. 'After all, 
he's been dead for over sixty years.' 

'And his arm still hangs above a bar?' asked Bob in 
disbelief. ‘Hasn't it begun to smell a bit by now?' 

This time it was Helen's turn to laugh. No, you 
Yankee fool. It's a bronze cast of his arm. In those days, 
if you were in the University crew for three years in a 
row, they made a cast of your arm to hang in the club- 
house. Not to mention a card with your picture on it in 
every packet of Player's cigarettes. I've never seen your 
picture in a cigarette packet, come to think of it,' said 
Helen as she pulled the sheet over his head. 

'Did he row for Oxford or Cambridge?' asked Bob. 

'No idea.' 

'So, what's the name of this pub in Hull?' 

'The King William,' Helen replied, as Bob took his 
arm from around her shoulder. 

'Is this American foreplay?' she asked after a few 
moments. 


Later that morning, after Helen had left for Newnham, 
Bob began searching his shelves for a book with a blue 
cover. He dug out his much-thumbed History of the 
Boat Race and flicked through the index, to discover that 
there were seven Mortimers listed. Five had rowed for 
Oxford, two for Cambridge. He began to pray as he 
checked their initials. Mortimer, A.]. (Westminster 
and Wadham, Oxon), Mortimer, C.K. (Uppingham 
and Oriel, Oxon), Mortimer, D.J.T. (Harrow and 
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St Catharine's, Cantab), Mortimer, E,L. (Oundle and 
Magdalen, Oxon). Bob turned his attention to Mortimer, 
D.J.T., biography page 129, and flicked the pages back- 
wards until he reached the entry he sought. Douglas 
John Townsend Mortimer (St Catharine's), Cambridge 
1907, -08, -09, stroke. He then read the short summary 
of Mortimer's rowing career. 

Dougie Mortimer stroked the Cambridge boat to 
victory in 1907, a feat which he repeated in 1908. But 
in 1909, when the experts considered Cambridge to 
have one of the finest crews for years, the light blues 
lost to an Oxford boat that was regarded as the rank 
outsider. Although many explanations were sug- 
gested by the press at the time, the result of the race 
remains a mystery to this day. Mortimer died in 1914. 

ob closed the book and returned it to the shelf, 
iming the great oarsman must have been killed in 
First World War. He perched on the end of the 
, considering the information he now possessed. If 
could bring Dougie Mortimer's right arm back to 
abridge and present it to the Club at the annual Blues' 
net, it would surely be a prize that met his father's 
landing criterion. 

le dressed quickly and went downstairs to the pay 
ne in the corridor. Once directory enquiries had 
:n him the four numbers he required, he set about 
ng to remove the next obstacle, 
he first calls he made were to the King William - 
to be precise, the King Williams, because the direc- 
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tory had supplied him with the numbers of three pubs 
in Hull which bore that name. When he was put through 
to the first, he asked, 'Does Dougie Mortimer's right 
arm hang above your counter?' He couldn't quite make 
out every word of the broad northern accent that replied, 
but he was left in no doubt that it didn't. 

The second call was answered by a girl who said, 'Do 
you mean that thing that's nailed to the wall above the 
bar?' 

'Yes, 1 guess that vnW be it,' said Bob. 

'Well then, this is the pub you're looking for.' 

After Bob had taken down the address and checked 
the pub's opening hours, he made a third call. 'Yes, 
that's possible,' he was told. 'You can take the 3.17 to 
Peterborough, where you'll have to change and catch 
the 4.09 for Doncaster, then change again. You'll arrive 
in Hull at 6.32.' 

'What about the last train back?' asked Bob. 

'8.52, change at Doncaster and Peterborough. You 
should be back in Cambridge just after midnight.' 

Thank you,' said Bob. He strolled off to his college 
for lunch and took a place at the large centre table, but 
proved unusually poor company for those around him. 

He boarded the train to Peterborough later that after- 
noon, still thinking about how he could possibly relieve 
the pub owners of their prize possession. At Peter- 
borough he jumped out, walked aaoss to a waiting train 
on platform three and climbed aboard, still dwp in 
thought. When his train pulled into Hull a couple of 
hours later he was no nearer to solving the problem. He 
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asked the first taxi on the rank to take him to the King 
William. 

'Market Place, Harold's Comer or Percy Street?' asked 
the cabbie. 

'Percy Street, please,' replied Bob. 

'They don't open until seven, lad,' the cabbie told him 
once he had dropped Bob outside the front door. 

Bob checked the time. Twenty minutes to kill. He 
walked down a side street at the back of the pub, and 
stopped to watch some young lads playing football. They 
were using the front walls of two houses on either side 
of the street as goals, and showed amazing accuracy in 
never hitting any of the windows. Bob wondered if the 
game would ever catch on in America. 

He became so captivated by the youngsters' skill that 
they stopped to ask him if he wanted to join in. He said, 
'No thank you,' confident that if he did play with them, 
he would be the one person who ended up breaking a 
window. 

He arrived back outside the King William a few 
minutes after seven, and strolled into the empty pub, 
hoping that no one would pay much attention to him. 
But at six feet four inches, and dressed in a double- 
breasted blue blazer, grey flannels, a blue shirt and col- 
lege tie, the three people behind the bar might well have 
wondered if he had dropped in from another planet. He 
stopped himself from looking above the bar, as a young 
blonde barmaid stepped forward and asked him what he 
would like. 

'A half a pint of your best bitter,' Bob said, trying to 
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sound like one of his English friends when they ordered 
a drink from the college buttery. 

The landlord eyed Bob suspiciously as he took his 
half-pint glass over to a small round table in the comer 
and sat down quietly on a stool. He was pleased when 
two other men entered the pub, so that the landlord s 
attention was distracted. 

Bob took a sip of the dark liquid and nearly choked. 
When he had recovered, he allowed his eyes to glance 
above the bar. He tried to hide his excitement when he 
saw the bronze cast of a massive arm embedded in a large 
piece of varnished wood. He thought the object both 
dreadful and inspiring at the same time. His eyes moved 
down to the bold lettering printed in gold beneath it: 

D. J. T. Mortimer 

1907 - 08-09 

(St Catharine's, stroke) 


Bob kept his eye on the landlord as the pub began to 
fill up, but he soon became aware that it was his wife — 
everyone called her Nora - who was not only in charge, 
but who did most of the serving. 

When he had finished his drink, he made his way over 
to her end of the bar. 

'What can I do for you, young man?' Nora asked. 

'I'll have another, thank you,' said Bob. 

An American,' she said, as she pulled the pump and 

gan to refill his glass. 'We don't get many of you lot 
up 'ere, at least not since the bases closed.' She placed 


TWELVE RED HERRINGS 

his hnlf-pint on the counter in front of him. 'So, what 
brings you to 'ull?' 

'You do,' Bob replied, ignoring his drink. 

Nora looked suspiciously at the stranger, who was 
young enough to be her son. 

Bob smiled, 'Or, to be more acairatc, Dougic Morti- 
mer docs.' 

'Now I've figured you out,' s.aid Nora. 'You phoned 
this morning, didn't you? My Christie told me. I should 
'a VC guessed.' 

Bob nodded. 'How did the arm end up in Hull?' he 
asked, 

'Now, that's a long story,' said Nora. 'It v/as my 
grandfather's, wasn't it. Born in Ely 'c v/as, and 'e used 
to spend his holidays fishin' the Cam. Said it was the 
only catch he managed that year, which I suppose is one 
better than snyin' it fell off the back of a lorry. Still, 
when 'c died a few years back, my father wanted to 
throw the bloody thing out with the rest of the rubbish, 
but 1 wouldn't 'car of it, told 'im 'e should 'ang it in the 
pub, didn't I? I cleaned and polished it, it came up rc.al 
nice, and then I 'ung it above the bar. Still, it's a long 
way for you to travel just to 'avc a look at that load of 
old cobblers.' 

Bob looked up and admired the arm once again. He 
held his breath. '1 didn't come just to look.' 

'Then why did you come?' she asked. 

'I came to buy.' 

'Get a move on, Nora,' said the landlord. 'Can't you 
see there arc customers waitin' to be served?' 
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Nora swung round and said, 'just 'old 
'yiil Bamsworth. This young man s come all *e way 
ip to 'ull just to see Dou^e Mortimer's arm, and what s 
^ore, 'e wants to buy it.' This caused a ripple of laughter 
from the regulars standing nearest to the bar, but as 

Nora didn't join in they quickly fell silent. 

Then it's been a wasted journey, 'asn't it?' said the 
landlord. 'Because it's not for sale.' 

'It's not yours to sell,' said Nora, placing her hands 
on her hips. 'Mind you, lad, 'e's right,' she sdd, turning 
back to face Bob. 'I wouldn't part with it for a 'undred 
quid,' said Nora. Several others in the room were begin- 
ning to show an interest in the proceedings. 

'How about two hundred,' said Bob quietly. This time 
Nora burst out laughing, but Bob didn't even smile. 

When Nora had stopped laughing, she stared directly 
at the strange young man. 'My God, 'e means it,' she 


said. 


'1 certainly do,' said Bob. '1 would like to see the arm 
returned to its rightful home in Cambridge, and I'm 
willing to pay two hundred pounds for the privilege.' 

The landlord looked across at his wife, as if he couldn't 
believe what he was hearing. 'We could buy that little 
second-hand car I've had my eye on,' he said. 

'Not to mention a summer 'oliday and a new overcoat 
for next winter,' Nora added, staring at Bob as if. sh« 


— r SHait 

stili needed to be convinced that he wasn't from anothe 


planet. Suddenly she thrust her hand over the counte 
and said, 'You've got yourself a deal, young man.' 
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drinks for those customers who claimed to have been 
close personal friends of Nora's grandfather, even if 
some of them looked rather obviously too young. He 
also had to stay overnight in a local hotel, because Nora 
wouldn't part with her grandfather's 'heirloom', as she 
now kept referring to it, until her bank manager had 
phoned Cambridge to check that Robert Henry Kefford 
III was good for two hundred pounds. 

Bob dung onto his treasure all the way back to Cam- 
bridge that Monday morning, and then lugged the heavy 
object from the station to his digs in the Grange Road, 
where he hid it under the bed. The following day he 
handed it over to a local furniture restorer, who promised 
to return the arm to its former glory in time for the 
night of the Blues' Dinner. 


When, three weeks later. Bob was allowed to see the 
results of the restorer's efforts, he immediately felt con- 
fident that he now possessed a prize not only worthy of 
the C.U.B.C., but that also complied with his father's 
wishes. He resolved not to share his secret with anyone 
- not even Helen - until the night of the Blues' Dinner, 
although he did warn the puzzled President that he was 
going to make a presentation, and that he required two 
hooks, eighteen inches apart and eight feet from the 
floor, to be screwed into the wall beforehand. . 

The University Blues' Dinner is an annual event held 
in the Boat House overlooking the Cam. Any former or 
current rowing blue is eligible to attend, and Bob was 
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'Now, there's a great name from the past,' said Adams, 
'Mortimer, D.J.T., 1907-08-09, St Catharine's, stroke. 
Oh, yes, Fisk would certainly have known Mortimer, 
that's for sure. Come to think of it, Charles Forester must 
have been in the same boat as Mortimer when he was 
stroke,' 

During the meal, Bob continued to quiz Adams about 
Dougie Mortimer, but he was unable to add a great deal 
to the entry in Bob's History of the Boat Race, other 
than to confirm that Cambridge's defeat in 1909 still 
remained a mystery, as the light blues demonstrably had 
the superior crew. 

When the last course had been cleared away, the Presi- 
dent rose to welcome his guests and to make a short 
speech. Bob enjoyed the parts he was able to hear above 
the noise made by the rowdy undergraduates, and even 
joined in the frenzy whenever Oxford was mentioned. 
The President ended with the words, 'There will be a 
special presentation to the club this year, by our colonial 
stroke Bob Kefford, which I'm sure we're all going to 
appreciate.' 

When Bob rose from his place the cheering became 
even more raucous, but he spoke so softly that the noise 
quickly died away. He told his fellow members how he 
had come to discover, and later retrieve, Dougie Morti- 
mer's right arm, leaving out only his exact location when 
he first learned of its whereabouts. 

With a flourish, he unwrapped the parcel that had 
been secreted under his chair, and revealed the newly 
restored bronze cast. The assembled members rose to 
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their feet and cheered. A smile ol satisfaction came over 
Bob's face as he looked around, only wishing his father 
could have been present to witness their reaction. 

As his eyes swept the room, Bob couldn t help noticing 
that the oldest blue present, Charles Forester, had 
remained seated, and was not even joining in the 
applause. Bob's gaze then settled on Sidney Fisk, the 
only other person who had not risen to his feet. The old 
boatman's lips remained fixed in a straight line, and his 
hands didn't move from his knees. 

Bob forgot about the two old men when the President, 
assisted by Tom Adams, hung the bronze arm on the 
wall, placing it between a blade that had been pulled by 
one of the Olympic aew of 1908, and a zephyr worn by 
the only blue ever to row in a Cambridge boat that had 
beaten Oxford four years in a row. Bob began to take 
photographs of the ceremony, so that he would have a 
record to show his father that he had carried out his 
wishes. 

When the hanging was over, many of the members 
and old blues surrounded Bob to thank and congratulate 
him, leaving him in no doubt that all the trouble he had 
taken to track down the arm had been worthwhile. 

Bob was among the last to leave that night, because 
so many members had wanted to wish him good luck 
for the future. He was strolling along the footpath back 
to his digs, humming as he went, when he suddenly 
remembered that he had left his camera on the table. 
He decided to collect it in the morning, as he was sure 
t at the clubhouse would be locked and deserted by now. 



TWELVE RED HERRINGS 

but when he turned round to check, he saw a single light 
coming from the ground floor. 

He turned and began walking back towards the club- 
house, still humming. When he was a few paces away, 
he glanced through the window, and saw that there were 
two figures standing in the committee room. He strode 
over to take a closer look, and was surprised to see the 
elderly blue, Charles Forester, and Sidney Fisk, the 
retired boatman, trying to shift a heavy table. He would 
have gone in to assist them if Fisk hadn't suddenly 
pointed up towards Dougie Mortimer's arm. Bob 
remained motionless as he watched the two old men 
drag the table inch by inch nearer to the wail, until it 
was directly below the plaque. 

Fisk picked up a chair and placed it against the wall, 
and Forester used it as a step to climb onto the table. 
Forester then bent down and took the arm of the older 
man, to help him up. 

Once they were both safely on the table, they held a 
short conversation before reaching up to the bronze cast, 
easing it off its hooks and slowly lowering it until it 
rested between their feet. Forester, with the help of the 
chair, stepped back down onto the floor, then turned 
round to assist his companion again. 

Bob still didn't move, as the two old men carried 
Dougie Mortimer's arm across the room and out of 
the boathouse. Having placed it on the ground outside 
the door. Forester returned to switch off the lights. 
When he stepped back outside into the cold night air, 
the boatman quickly padlocked the door. 
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Once again the two old men Keld a sKort cDnveisation 
before lifting Bob's trophy up and stumbling off with it 
along the towpath. They had to stop, lower the arm 
to the ground, rest, and start again several times. Bob 
followed silently in their wake, using the broad-trunked 
trees to conceal himself, until the elderly pair suddenly 
turned and made their way down the bank towards the 
river. They came to a halt at the water's edge, and low- 
ered their bounty into a small rowing boat. 

The old blue untied the rope, and the two men pushed 
the boat slowly out into the river, until the water was 
lapping around the knees of their evening dress trousers. 
Neither seemed at all concerned about the fact that they 
were getting soaked, forester managed to clamber up 
into the little boat quite quiddy, but it took Fisk several 
minutes to join him. Once they were both aboard. 
Forester took his place at the oars, while the boatman 
remained in the bow, clutching on to Dougie Mortimer's 
arm. 

Forester began to row steadily towards the middle of 
the river. His progress was slow, but his easy rhythm 
revealed that he had rowed many times before. When 
the two men calculated that they had reached the centre 
of the Cam, at its deepest point. Forester stopped rowing 
and joined his companion in the bow. They picked up 
t c bronze arm and, without ceremony, cast it over the 
side and into the river. Bob heard the splash and saw 
tne boat rock dangerously from side to side. Fisk then 
too his turn at the oars; his progress hack to the river- 
t>ank was even slower than Forester's. Thev eventuallv 
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reached land, and both men stumbled out and shov 
the boat up towards its mooring, the boatman fina 
securing the rope to a large ring. 

Soaked and exhausted, their breath rising visibly 
the clear night air, the two old men stood and faced ea 
other. They shook hands like two business tycoons w 
had closed an important deal, before disappearing ir 
the night. 


Tom Adams, the Club's Honorary Secretary, rang B 
the following morning to tell him something he alreai 
knew. In fact he had lain awake all night thinking 
little else. 

Bob listened to Adams's account of the break-i 
'What's surprising is that they only took one thing.' I 
paused. 'Your arm - or rather, Dougie's arm. It's ve 
strange, especially as someone had left an expensi 
camera on the top table.' 

'Is there anything I can do to help?' asked Bob. 

'No, I don't think so, old boy,' said Adams. 'The loc 
police are making enquiries, but my bet is that whoev 
stole the arm will probably be halfway across the coun 
by now.' 

'I expect you're right,' said Bob. 'While you're on tl 
line, Mr Adams, 1 wonder if I could ask you a questit 
about the history of the club.' 

'1 11 do my best,' said Adams. 'But you must remen 
ber that it's only a hobby for me, old chap.' 

'Do you by any chance know who is the oldest livii 
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0 ,W rowing blnor Theto was a long silence 

end of tk line. 'Are you still there? Bob asked 

'Yes. 1 was just trying to think if old Harold Deering 
still alive. I can't remember seeing his obituary m The 


rimes.' 

'Deering?' said Bob. 

'Yes. Radley and Keble, 1909-10-11. He became a 
bishop, if I remember correctly, but I'm damned if 1 can 
recall where.' 

'Thank you,' said Bob, 'that's most helpful.' 

'I could be wrong,' Adams pointed out. 'After all, 1 
don't read the obituary columns every day. And I'm « 
bit rusty when it comes to Oxford.' 

Bob thanked him once again before ringing oft: 

After a college lunch he didn't eat, Bob returned t 
his digs and rang the porter's lodge at Keble. He w; 
answered by a curmudgeonly voice. 

'Do you have any record of a Harold Deering, a form 
member of the college?' Bob asked. 

'Deering . . . Deering . . .' said the voice. 'That's a 
new one on me. Let me see if he's in the college hand- 
book. Another long pause, during which Bob really did 
begin to think he'd been cut off, until the voice said> 
Good heavens, no wonder. It was just a bit before my 
lime. Deering, Harold, 1909^11, BA 1911, MA 1916 
(Theology). Became Bishop of Truro. Is that the one?' 
Yes, that s the man,' said Bob. 'Do you by any chance 

have an address (or him?' 
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The Stone House, Mill Road, Tewkesbury, Glou- 
cestershire.' 

'Thank you,' said Bob. 'You've been very helpful.' 

Bob spent the rest of the afternoon composing a letter 
to the former bishop, in the hope that the old blue might 
agree to see him. 

He was surprised to receive a call at his digs three 
days later from a Mrs Elliot, who turned out to be Mr 
Deering's daughter, with whom he was now living. 

'The poor old chap can't see much beyond his nose 
these days,' she explained, 'so I had to read your letter 
out to him. But he'd be delighted to meet you, and 
wonders if you could call on him this Sunday at 11.30, 
after Matins - assuming that's not inconvenient for 
you'.' 

'That's fine,' said Bob. 'Please tell your father to 
expect me around 11.30.' 

'It has to be in the morning,' Mrs Elliot went on to 
explain, 'because, you see, he has a tendency to fall 
asleep after lunch. I'm sure you understand. By the way. 
I'll send directions to your college.' 

On the Sunday morning. Bob was up long before the 
sun rose, and started out on his journey to Tewkesbury 
in a car he had hired the previous day. He would have 
gone by train, but British Rail didn't seem willing to 
rise quite early enough for him to reach his destination 
on time. As he journeyed across the Cotswolds, he tried 
to remember to keep the car on the left, and couldn't 
help wondering how long it would be before the British 
started to build some highways with more than one lane. 
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-le drove into Tewkesbury a few minutes after eleven, 

1 thanks to Mrs Elliot's clear directions, quickly found 
e Stone House. He parked the car outside a little 
:ket gate. 

h woman had opened the door of the house even 
fore Bob was halfway up the scrub-covered path. 'It 
jst be Mr Kefford/ she declared. 'Tm Susan Elliot.' 
lb smiled and shook her hand. 'I should warn you,' 
rs Elliot explained as she led him towards the front 
uoor, 'that you'll have to speak up. Father's become 
rather deaf lately, and Tm afraid his memory isn't what 
it used to be. He can recall everything that happened to 
him at your age, but not even the most simple things 
that 1 told him yesterday. I've had to remind him 
what time you would be coming this morning,' she 
said as they walked through the open door. 'Three 
times.' 

'Tm sorry to have put you to so much trouble, Mrs 
Elliot,' said Bob. 

No trouble at all,' said Mrs Elliot as she led him 
down the corridor. 'The truth is, my father's been rathei 
excited by the thought of an American blue from Cam- 
bridge coming to visit him after all these years. He hasn' 
stopped talking about it for the past two days. He's alsi 
curious about why you wanted to see him in the firs 
place, she added conspiratorially. 

She led Bob into the drawing room, where he immed 
atcly came face to face with an old man seated in 
winged leather chair, wrapped in a warm plaid dressii 
gown and propped up on several cushions, his -le 
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covered by a tartan blanket. Bob found it hard to 
believe that this frail figure had once been an Olympic 
oarsman. 

'Is it him?' the old man asked in a loud voice. 

'Yes, Father,' Mrs Elliot replied, equally loudly. 'It's 
Mr Kefford. He's driven over from Cambridge especi- 
ally to see you.' 

Bob walked forward and shook the old man's bony 
outstretched hand. 

'Good of you to come all this way, Kefford,' said the 
former bishop, pulling his blanket up a little higher. 

'I appreciate your seeing me, sir,' said Bob, as Mrs 
Elliot directed him to a comfortable chair opposite her 
father. 

'Would you care for a cup of tea, Kefford?' 

'No, thank you, sir,' said Bob. 'I really don't want 
anything.' 

'As you wish,' said the old man. 'Now, I must warn 
you^, Kefford, that my concentration span isn't quite 
what it used to be, so you'd better tell me straight away 
why you've come to see me.' 

Bob attempted to marshal his thoughts. 'I'm doing a 
little research on a Cambridge blue who must have 
rowed around the same time as you, sir.' 

'What's his name?' asked Deering. 'I can't remember 
them all, you know.' 

Bob looked at him, fearing that this was going to turn 
out to be a wasted journey. 

'Mortimer. Dougie Mortimer,' he said. 

'D.J.T. Mortimer,' the old man responded without 
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hesitation. 'Now, there's someone you couldn't easily 
forget. One of the finest strokes Cambridge ever pro- 
duced - as Oxford found out, to their cost.' The old man 
paused. 'You're not a journalist, by any chance?' 

'No, sir. It's just a personal whim. I wanted to find out 
one or two things about him before 1 return to America.' 

Then 1 will certainly try to help if I can,' said the old 
man in a piping voice. 

'Thank you,' said Bob. 'I'd actually like to begin at the 
end, if I may, by asking if you knew the circumstances of 
his death.' 

There was no response for several moments. The old 
cleric's eyelids closed, and Bob began to wonder if he 
had fallen asleep. 

'Not the sort of thing chaps talked about in my day,' 
he eventually replied. 'Especially with its being against 
the law at the time, don't you know.' 

'Against the law?' said Bob, puzzled. 

‘Suicide. A bit silly, when you think about it,' the old 
priest continued, 'even if it is a mortal sin. Because you 
can't put someone in jail who's already dead, now can 
you? Not that it was ever confirmed, you understand.' 

Do you think it might have been connected with 
Cambridge losing the Boat Race in 1909, when they were 
such clear favourites?' 

It s possible, I suppose,' said Deering, hesitating once 
again. 'I must admit, the thought had crossed my mind. 

I took pan in that race, as you may know.' He paused 
again, breathing heavily. 'Cambridge were the clear 
favourites, and we didn't give ourselves a chance. The 
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result was never properly explained, I must admit. There 
were a lot of rumours doing the rounds at the time, but 
no proof - no proof, you understand.' 

'What wasn't proved?' asked Bob. There was another 
long silence, during which Bob began to fear that the 
old man might have thought he'd gone too far. 

'My turn to ask you a few questions, Kefford,' he said 
eventually. 

'Of course, sir.' 

'My daughter tells me that you've stroked the win- 
ning boat for Cambridge three years in a row.' 

That's correct, sir.' 

Congratulations, my boy. But tell me: if you had 
tied to lose one of those races, could you have done 
without the rest of the crew being aware of it?' 
t was Bob's turn to ponder. He realised for the first 
e since he had entered the room that he shouldn't 
ume that a frail body necessarily indicates a frail 
id. 

Yes, I guess so,' he eventually said. 'You could always 
nge the stroke rate without warning, or even catch a 
b as you took the Surrey bend. Heaven knows, there’s 
'ays enough flotsam on the river to make it appear 
jvoidable.' Bob looked the old man straight in the 
:. 'But it would never have crossed my mind that 
;one might do so deliberately.' 

Nor mine,' said the priest, 'had their cox not taken 
y orders.' 

I'm not sure I understand, sir,' said Bob. 

No reason you should, young man. I find nowadays 
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te 1 itak m mr: sequiturs. I'll try to be 

The OT o( the rw C^^dge boat «a a chap ^ed 

Benie Panridge. He went on to become a pansh pne t 

i„ « outpost called ChersMd in R"' 

the only place that would have hun/ he chuckled. But 

when 1 became Bishop ot Truio, he wrote and invited 

me to address his flock. It was such an arduous journey 

{rom Cornwall to Rutland in those days, that 1 could 

easily have made my excuses, but like you, I wanted the 

mystery ol the 1909 race solved, and 1 thought this 


might be my only chance.' 

Bob made no attempt to interrupt, tearing he might 
stop the old man's flow. 

'Partridge was a bachelor, and bachelors get very 
lonely, don't you know. It you give them halt a chance, 
they love to gossip. 1 stayed overnight, which gave him 
every chance. He told me, over a long dinner accom- 
panied by a bottle ot non-vintage wine, that it was well 
known that Mortimer had run up debts all over Cam- 
bridge. Hot many undergraduates dorr't, you might say , 
but in Mortimer's case they tar exceeded even his poten- 
tial income. 1 think he rather hoped that his tame and 
popularity would stop his creditors trom pressing their,, 
claims. Not unlike Disraeli when he was Prime Minis- 
ter,' he added with another chuckle. 

But in Mortimer's case one particular shopkeeper, 
who had absolutely no interest in rowing, and even less 
in undergraduates, threatened to bankrupt him the week 
Wore the 1909 Boat Race. A tew days alter the race 
had been lost, Mortimer .sppmpd 
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to have cleared all his obligations, and nothing more was 
heard of the matter.' 

Once again the old man paused as if in deep thought. 
Bob remained silent, still not wishing to distract him. 

The only other thing I can recall is that the bookies 
made a killing,' Deering said without warning. 'I know 
that to my personal cost, because my tutor lost a five- 
pound wager, and never let me forget that I had told 
him we didn't have a snowball's chance in hell. Mind 
you, I was always able to offer that as my excuse for 
not getting a First.' He looked up and smiled at his 
visitor. 

Bob sat on the edge of his seat, mesmerised by the 
old man's recollections. 

'I'm grateful for your candour, sir,' he said. 'And you 
can be assured of my discretion.' 

'Thank you, Kefford,' said the old man, now almost 
whispering. 'I'm only too delighted to have been able 
to assist you. Is there anything else I can help you 
with?' 

'No, thank you, sir,' said Bob. 'I think you've covered 
everything I needed to know.' 

Bob rose from his chair, and as he turned to thank 
Mrs Elliot he noticed for the first time a bronze cast of 
an arm hanging on the far wall. Below it was printed in 
gold: 


H. R. R. Deering 

lOOO-lO-ll 
(KKIIi«Ky HOW) 
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'You must have been a fine oarsman, sir. 

'No, not really,' said the old blue. 'But 1 was lucky 
enough to be in the winning boat three years in a row, 
which wouldn't please a Cambridge man like yourself. 

Bob laughed. 'Perhaps one last question before 1 leave, 
sir.' 

'Of course, Kefford.' 

'Did they ever make a bronze of Dougie Mortimer's 
arm?' 

'They most certainly did,' replied the priest. 'But it 
mysteriously disappeared from your boathouse in 1912. 

A few weeks later the boatman was sacked without expla- 
nation - caused quite a stir at the time.' 

'Was it known why he was sacked?' asked Bob, 
‘Partridge claimed that when the old boatman got 
drunk one night, he confessed to having dumped Morti- 
mer 5 arm in the middle of the Cam.' The old man 
paused, smiled, and added, 'Best place for it, wouldn't 
you say, Kefford?' 

Bob thought about the question for some time, 
wondering how his father would have reacted. He then 
replied simply, 'Yes, sir. Best place for it.' 
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I~IaMID ZEBARI SMILED AT THE THOUGHT 

of his wife Shereen driving him to the airport. Neither 
of them would have believed it possible five years before, 
when they had first arrived in America as political refu- 
gees. But since he had begun a new life in the States, 
Hamid was beginning to think anything might be 
possible. 

'When will you be coming home. Papa?' asked Nadim, 
who was strapped safely in the back seat next to his 
sister May. She was too young to understand why Papa 
was going away. 

'Just a fortnight, I promise. No more,' their father 
replied. 'And when I get back, we'll all go on holiday. 

'How long is a fortnight?' his son demanded. 

'Fourteen days,' Hamid told him with a laugh. 

'And fourteen nights,' said his wife as she drew into 
the kerb below the sign for Turkish Ains’ays. Sl^ 
touched a button on the dashboard and the boot fii 
up. Hamid jumped out of the car, grabbed his lu^-gc ^ 
from the boot, and put it on the pavement before c.m 
ing into the back of the car. He hugged his augnt 


537 


RED HERRINGS 

firsVand'tl^hliis ^ft.'^ay was crying - not because 
he was going away, but because she always cried when 
the car came to'a‘.sud^e 5 $ j|aIt. He allowed her to stroke 
his bushy moustache,^y^jch usually stopped the flow of 
tears; 

'Fourteen days/ig'epf&ted his son. Hamid hugged his 
wife, and felt the;srriSll swelling of a third child between 
them. 

'We'ir be here waiting to pick you up,' Shereen 
called out as her husband tipped the skycap on the 
kerb. 

Once his six empty cases had been checked in, Hamid 
disappeared into the terminal, and made his way to the 
Turkish Airlines desk. As he took the same flight twice 
a year, he didn't need to ask the girl at the ticket counter 
for directions. 

After he had checked in and been presented with his 
boarding pass, Hamid still had an hour to wait before 
they would call his flight. He began the slow trek to 
Gate B27. It was always the same - the Turkish Airlines 
plane would be parked halfway back to Manhattan. As 
he passed the Pan Am check-in desk on B5 he observed 
that they would be taking off an hour earlier than him, 
a privilege for those who were willing to pay an extra 
sixty-three dollars. 

When he reached the check-in area, a Turkish Airlines 
stewardess was slipping the sign for Flight 014, New 
York-London-Istanbul, onto a board. Estimated time 
of departure, 10.10. 

The seats were beginning to fill up with the usual 
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cosmopolitan group of passengers; Turks goirtg home to 
visit their families, those Americans taking a hoUday 
who cared about saving sixty-three dollars, and 
businessmen whose bottom line was closely watched by 
tight-fisted accountants. 

Hamid strolled over to the restaurant bar and ordered 
coffee and two eggs sunnyside up, with a side order of 
hash browns. It was the little things that reminded him 
daily of his new-found freedom, and of just how much 
he owed to America. 

'Would those passengers travelling to Istanbul with 
young children please board the plane now,' said the 
stewardess over the loudspeaker. 

Hamid swallowed the last mouthful of his hash 
browns - he hadn't yet become accustomed to the 
American habit of covering everything in ketchup - and 
took a final swig of the weak, tasteless coffee. He couldn't 
wait to be reunited with the thick Turkish coffee served 
in small bone china cups. But that was a tiny sacrifice 
when weighed against the privilege of living in a free 

land. He settled his bill and left a dollar in the little tin' 
tray. 

'Would those passengers seated in rows 35' to 41 please 
board the aircraft now.' 

Hamid picked up his briefcase and headed for the pass- 
ageway that led to Flight 014. An official from Turkish 
Airlines checked his boarding pass and ushered him 
through. 

He had been allocated an aisle seat near the back of 
economy. Ten more trips, he told himself, and he would 
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fly Pan Am Business Class. By then he would be able 
to afford it. 

Whenever the wheels of his plane left the ground, 
Hamid would look out of the little window and watch 
his adopted country as it disappeared out of sight, the 
same thoughts always going through his mind. 

It had been nearly five years since Saddam Hussein 
had dismissed him from the Iraqi Cabinet, after he had 
held the post of Minister of Agriculture for only two 
years. The wheat crops had been poor that autumn, and 
after the People's Army had taken their share, and the 
middlemen their cut, the Iraqi people ended up with 
short rations. Someone had- to take the blame, and the 
obvious scapegoat was the Minister of Agriculture. 
Hamid's father, a carpet dealer, had always wanted him 
to join the family business, and had even warned him 
before he died not to accept Agriculture, the last three 
holders of that office having first been sacked, and later 
disappeared - and everyone in Iraq knew what 'dis- 
appeared' meant. But Hamid did accept the post. The 
first year's crop had been abundant, and after all, he 
convinced himself. Agriculture was only a stepping stone 
to greater things. In any case, had not Saddam described 
him in front of the whole Revolutionary Command 
Council as 'my good and close friend'? At thirty- two 
you still believe you are immortal. 

Hamid's father was proved right, and Hamid's only 
real friend - friends melted away like snow in the morn- 
ing sun when this particular president sacked you - 
helped him to escape. 
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The only precaution Hamid had taken during his days 
as a Cabinet Minister was to withdraw from his bank 
account each week a little more cash than he actually 
needed. He would then change the extra money into 
American dollars with a street trader, using a different 
dealer each time, and never exchanging enough to arouse 
suspicion. In Iraq everyone is a spy. 

The day he was sacked, he checked how much was 
hidden under his mattress. It amounted to eleven thou- 
sand two hundred and twenty-one American dollars. 

The following Thursday, the day on which the week- 
end begins in Baghdad, he and his pregnant wife took 
the bus to Erbil. He left his Mercedes conspicuously 
parked in the front drive of his large home in the 
suburbs, and they carried no luggage with them - just 
two passports, the roll of dollars secreted in his wife's 
baggy clothing, and some Iraqi dinars to get them as far 
as the border. 

No one would be looking for them on a bus to Erbil, 
Once they arrived in Erbil, Hamid and his wife took 
a taxi to Sulaimania, using most of the remaining dinars 
to pay the driver. They spent the night in a small hotel 
far from the city centre. Neither slept as they waited for 

the morning sun to come shining through the curtainless 
window. 

Next day, another bus took them high into the hills 
of Kurdistan, arriving in Zakho in the early evening. 

The final part of the journey was the slowest of all. 
They were taken up through the hills on mules, at a cost 
of two hundred dollars - the young Kurdish smuggler 
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showed no interest in Iraqi dinars. He delivered the 
former Cabinet Minister and his wife safely over the 
border in the early hours of the morning, leaving them 
to make their way on foot to the nearest village on 
Turkish soil. They reached Kirmizi Renga that evening, 
and spent another sleepless night at the local station, 
waiting for the first train for Istanbul. 

Hamid and Shereen slept all the way through the long 
train journey to the Turkish capital, and woke up the 
following morning as refugees. The first visit Hamid 
made in the dty was to the Iz Bank, where he deposited 
ten thousand eight hundred dollars. The next was to the 
American Embassy, where he produced his diplomatic 
passport and requested political asylum. His father had 
once told him that a recently sacked Cabinet Minister 
from Iraq was always a good catch for the Americans. 

The Embassy arranged accommodation for Hamid and 
his wife in a first-class hotel, and immediately informed 
Washington of their little coup. They promised Hamid 
that they would get back to him as quickly as possible, 
but gave him no clue as to how long that might take. 
He decided to use the time to visit the carpet bazaars on 
the south side of the dty, so often frequented by his 
father. 

Many of the dealers remembered Hamid's father - an 
honest man who liked to bargain and drink gallons of 
coffee, and who had often talked about his son going into 
politics. They were pleased to make his acquaintance, 
espedally when they learned of what he planned to do 
once he had settled in the States. 
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The Zebaris were granted American visas within the 
week and flown to Washington at the governments 
expense, which included a charge for excess baggage of 
twenty -three Turkish carpets. 

After five days of intensive questioning by the CIA, 
Hamid was thanked for his co-operation and the useful 
information he had supplied. He was then released to 
begin his new life in America. He, his pregnant wife and 
the twenty-three carpets boarded a train for New York. 

It took Hamid six weeks to find the right shop, on the 
Lower East Side of Manhattan, from which to sell his 
carpets. Once he had signed the five-year lease, Shereen 
immediately set about painting their new Americanised 
name above the door. 

Hamid didn't sell his first carpet for nearly three 
months, by which time his meagre savings had all but 
disappeared. But by the end- of the first year, sixteen of 
the twenty-three carpets had been sold, and he realised 
he would soon have to travel back to Istanbul to buy 
more stock. 

Four years had passed since then, and the Zebaris had 
recently moved to a larger establishment on the West 
Side, with a small apartment above the shop. Hamid 
kept telling his wife that this was only the beginning, 
that anything was possible in the United States. He now 
considered himself a fully-fledged American citizen, and 
not just because of the treasured blue passport that con- 
firmed his status. He accepted that he could never return 
to his birthplace while Saddam remained its ruler.. His 
home and possessions had long ago been requisitioned 
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by the Iraqi state, and the death sentence had been passed 
on him in his absence. He doubted if he would ever see 
Baghdad again. 

After the stopover in London, the plane landed at 
Istanbul's Ataturk Airport a few minutes ahead of sched- 
ule. Hamid booked into his usual small hotel, and 
planned how best to allocate his time over the next two 
weeks. He was happy to be back among the hustle and 
bustle of the Turkish capital. 

There were thirty-one dealers he wanted to visit, 
because this time he hoped to return to New York with 
at least sixty carpets. That would require fourteen days 
of drinking thick Turkish coffee, and many hours of 
bargaining, as a dealer's opening price would be three 
times as much as Hamid was willing to pay - or what 
the dealer really expected to receive. But there was no 
short cut in the bartering process, which - like his father 
— Hamid secretly enjoyed. 

By the end of the fortnight, Hamid had purchased 
fifty-seven carpets, at a cost of a little over twenty-one 
thousand dollars. He had been careful to select only 
those carpets that would be sought after by the most 
discerning New Yorkers, and he was confident that this 
latest batch would fetch almost a hundred thousand 
dollars in America. It had been such a successful trip 
that Hamid felt he would indulge himself by taking the 
earlier Pan Am flight back to New York. After all, he 
had undoubtedly earned himself the extra sixty-three 
dollars many times over in the course of his trip. 

He was looking forward to seeing Shereen and the 
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children even before the plane had taken off, and the 
American flight attendant with her pronounced New 
York accent and friendly smile only added to the feeling 
that he was already home. After lunch had been served, 
and having decided he didn't want to watch the in-flight 
movie, Hamid dozed off and dreamt about what he could 
achieve in America, given time. Perhaps his son would 
go into politics. Would the United States be ready for 
an Iraqi President by the year 2025? He smiled at the 
thought, and fell contentedly into a deep sleep. 

'Ladies and gentlemen,' a deep Southern voice boomed 
out over the intercom, 'this is your captain. I'm sorry 
to interrupt the movie, or to wake those of you who've 
been resting, but we've developed a small problem in an 
engine on our starboard wing. Nothing to worry about, 
folks, but Federal Aviation Authority rulings insist that 
we land at the nearest airport and have the problem dealt 
with before we continue with our journey. It shouldn't 
take us more than an hour at the most, and then we'll 
be on our way again. You can be sure that we'll try to 
make up as much of the lost time as possible, folks.' 

Hamid was suddenly wide awake. 

'We won't be disembarking from the aircraft at any 
time, as this is an unscheduled stop. However, you'll 
be able to tell the folks back home that you've visited 
Baghdad.' 

Hamid felt his whole body go limp, and then his head 
rocked forward. The flight attendant rushed up to his 
side. 

'Arc you feeling all right, sir?' she asked. 
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by the Iraqi state, and the death sentence had been passed 
on him in his absence. He doubted if he would ever see 
Baghdad again. 

After the stopover in London, the plane landed at 
Istanbul's Ataturk Airport a few minutes ahead of sched- 
ule. Hamid booked into his usual small hotel, and 
planned how best to allocate his time over the next two 
weeks. He was happy to be back among the hustle and 
mstle of the Turldsh capital. 

There were thirty-one dealers he wanted to visit, 
•ecause this time he hoped to return to New York with 
t least sixty carpets. That would require fourteen days 
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•argaining, as a dealer's opening price would be three 
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thiidren Even Wore the plane had lahen off, and the 
Anetican flight attendam vtith her ptonotinced Ne 
Yotkattent and friendly amile only added to the feehng 
that he was already home. After lunch had been sewed, 
and having decided he didn't want to watch the m-flight 
movie, Hamid dozed off and dreamt about what he could 
achieve in America, given time. Perhaps his son would 
go into politics. Would the United States be ready for 
an Iraqi President by the year 2025? He smiled at the 
thought, and fell contentedly into a deep sleep. 

'Ladies and gentlemen,' a deep Southern voice boomed 
out over the intercom, 'this is your captain. I'm sorry 
to interrupt the movie, or to wake those of you who've 
been resting, but we've developed a small problem in an 
engine on our starboard wing. Nothing to worry about, 
folks, but Federal Aviation Authority rulings insist that 
we land at the nearest mrport and have the problem dealt 
with before we continue with our journey. It shouldn't 
take us more than an hour at the most, and then we'll 
be on our way again. You can be sure that we'll try to 
make up as much of the lost time as possible, folks.' 

Hamid was suddenly wide awake. 

We won t be disembarldng from the aircraft at arty 
time, as this is an unscheduled stop. However, you'll 

e able to tell the folks back home that you've visited 
Baghdad.’ - 

Hamid felt his wholb body go limp, and then bis head 
rwked forward. The flight attendant tusbed up to bis 

'Arc you feebng all right, sir?' she asked. . . 



TWELVE RED HERRINGS 


He looked up and stared into her eyes., '1 must see 
the captain immediately. Immediately/ 

The flight attendant was in no doubt of the passenger's 
anxiety, and quickly led him forward, up the spiral stair- 
case into the first-class lounge and onto the flight deck. 

She tapped on the door of the cockpit, opened it and 
said, 'Captain, one of the passengers needs to speak to 
you urgently/ 

'Show him in/ said the Southern voice. The captain 
turned to face Hamid, who was now trembling uncon- 
trollably. 'How can I be of help, sir?' he asked. 

'My name is Hamid Zebari. I am an American citizen,' 
began. Tf you land in Baghdad, I will be arrested, 
ured and then executed.' The words tumbled out, T 
a political refugee, and you must understand that 
regime will not hesitate to kill me,' 

"he captain only needed to take one look at Hamid to 
lise he wasn't exaggerating. 

Take over, Jim,' he said to his co-pilot, 'while I have 
'ord with Mr Zebari. Call me the moment we've been 
en clearance to land.' 

The captain unfastened his seatbelt, and led Hamid to 
empty corner of the first-class lounge. 

Take me through it slowly,' he said. 

During the next few minutes Hamid explained why 
had had to leave Baghdad, and how he came to be 
ng in America. When he had reached the end of his 
ry the captain shook his head and smiled. 'No need 
panic, sir, he assured Hamid. 'No one is going to 
'c to leave the aircraft at any time, so the passengers' 
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passports won't even be checked. Once the engine has 
been attended to, we'll be back up and on our way 
immediately. Why don't you just stay here in first class, 
then you'll be able to speak to me at any time, should 
you feel at all anxious.' 

How anxious can you feel? Hamid wondered, as the 
captain left him to have a word with the co-pilot. He - 
started to tremble once more. 

'It's the captain once again, folks, just bringing you 
up to date. We've been given clearance by Baghdad, so 
we've begun our descent and expect to land in about 
twenty minutes. We'll then be taxiing to the far end of 
the runway, where we'll await the engineers. Just as 
soon as they've dealt vwth our little problem, we'll be 
back up and on our way again.' 

A collective sigh went up, while Hamid gripped the 
armrest and wished he hadn't eaten any lunch. He didn't 
stop shaking for the next twenty minutes, and almost 
fainted when the wheels touched down on the land of 
his birth. 

He stared out of the porthole as the aircraft taxied 
past the terminal he knew so well. He could see the 
armed guards stationed on the roof and at the doors 
leading onto the tarmac. He prayed to Allah, he prayed 
to Jesus, he even prayed to President Reagan. 

For the next fifteen minutes the silence was broken 
only by the sound of a van driving across the tarmac 
and coming to a halt under the starboard wing of the 
airaaft. 

Hamid watched as two eneineers carrvine bulk 
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toolbags got out of the van, stepped onto a small crane , 
and were hoisted up until they were level vdth the wing. 
They began unscrewing the outer plates pf one of the 
engines. Forty minutes later they screwed the plates back 
on and were lowered to the ground; The van then headed, 
off towards the terminal. 

Hamid felt relieved, if not exactly relaxed. He fastened 
his seatbelt hopefully. His heartbeat fell from 180 a 
minute to around no, but he knew it wouldn't return 
to normal until the plane lifted off and he could be sure 
they wouldn't turn back. Nothing happened for the next 
few minutes, and Hamid became anxious again; Then 
the door of the cockpit opened, and he saw the captain 
heading towards him, a grim expression on his face. 

'You'd better join us on the flight deck,' the captain 
a whisper. Hamid undid his seatbelt and somehow 
;ed to stand. He unsteadily followed the captain 
le cockpit, his legs feeling like jelly. The door was 
behind them. 

captain didn't waste any words. 'The engineers 
locate the problem. The chief engineer won't be 
)r another hour, so we've been ordered to disem- 
ind wait in the transit area until he's completed 
b.' . . 

rather die in a plane crash,' Hamid blurted out. 
n't worry, Mr Zebari, we've thought of a way 
your problem. We're going to put you in a spare 
m. That will make it possible for you to stay with 
whole time, and use the crew's facilities. No one 
sk to see your passport.' 
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'But if someone recognises me . . began Hamid.^ 
'Once you've got rid of that moustache, and you're 
wearing a flight officer's uniform, dark glasses and a 
peaked hat, your own mother wouldn't know you. 

With the help of scissors, followed by shaving foam, 
followed by a razor, Hamid removed the bushy mous- 
tache that he had been so proud of, to leave an upper 
lip that looked as pale as a blob of vanilla ice cream. The 
senior flight attendant applied some of her make-up 
to his skin, until the white patch blended in with the 
rest of his face. Hamid still wasn't convinced, but after 
he had changed into the co-pilot's spare uniform and 
studied himself in the toilet mirror, he had to admit that 
it would indeed be remarkable if anyone recognised 
him. 

The passengers were' the first to leave the plane, and 
were ferried by an airport bus to the main terminal. A 
smart transit van then came out to collect the crew, who 
left as a group and sheltered Hamid by making sure that 
he was surrounded at all times. Hamid became more and 
more nervous with each yard the van travelled towards 
the terminal. 

The security guard showed no particular interest in 
the air aew as they entered the building, and they were 
left to find themselves seats on wooden benches in the 
white-walled hall. The only decoration was a massive 
portrait of Saddam Hussein in full uniform carrying a 
kalashnikov rifle. Hamid couldn't bring himself to look 
at the picture of his 'good and close friend'. 

Another crew was also sitting around waiting to board 
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their aircraft, but Hamid was too frightened to start up 
a conversation with any of them. 

'They're French/ he was informed by the senior flight 
attendant. 'I'm about to find out if my night classes were 
worth all the expense.' She took the spare place next to 
the captain of the French aircraft, and tried a simple 
opening question. ^ 

The French captain was telling her that they, were 
)ound for Singapore via New Delhi, when Hamid saw 
lim: Saad al-Takriti, once a member of Saddam's per- 
onal guard, marched into the hall. From the insignia 
m his shoulder, he now appeared to be in charge of 
lirport security. 

Hamid prayed that he wouldn't look in his direction. 
Vl-Takriti sauntered through the room, glancing at the 
-rench and American crews, his eyes lingering on the 
itewardesses' black-stockinged legs. 

The captain touched Hamid on the shoulder, and he 
tearly leapt out of his skin. 

'It's OK, it's OK. I just thought you'd like to know 
■hat the chief engineer is on his way out to the aircraft, 
jo it shouldn't be too long now.' 

Hamid looked beyond the Air France plane, and 
watched a van come to a halt under the starboard wing 
sf the Pan Am aircraft. A man in blue overalls stepped 
3Ut of the vehicle and onto the little crane. • 

Hamid stood up to take a closer look, and as he did 
jo Saad al-Takriti walked back into the hall. He came to 
1 sudden halt, and the two men stared briefly at each 
3ther, before Hamid quickly resumed his place next to 
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the captain. Al-Takriti disappeared into a side room 
marked 'Do Not Enter'. 

'I think he's spotted me/ said Hamid. The make-up 
started to run down onto his lips. 

The captain leant across to his chief flight attendant 
and interrupted her parley with the French captain. She 
listened to her boss's instructions, and then tried a 
tougher question on the Frenchman. 

Saad al-Takriti marched back out of the office and 
began striding towards the American captain. Hamid 
thought he would surely faint. 

Without even glancing at Hamid, al-Takriti barked, 
'Captain, I require you to show me your manifest, the 
number of crew you are carrying, and their passports.' 

'My co-pilot has all the passports,' the captain replied. 
'I'll sec you get them.' 

'Thank you,' said al-Takriti. 'When you have collected 
them, you will bring them to my office so that I can 
check each one. Meanwhile, please ask your crew to 
remain here. They are not, under any circumstances, to 
leave the building without my permission.' 

The captain rose from his place, walked slowly over 
to the co-pilot, and asked for the passports. Then he 
issued an order which took him by surprise. The captain 
took the passports into the security office just as a bus 
drew up outside the transit area to take the French crew 
back to their plane. 

Saad al-Takriti placed the fourteen passports in front 
of him on his desk. He seemed to take pleasure in check- 
ing each one of them slowly. When he had finished 
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the task, he announced in mock surprise, 'I do believe, 
captain, that I counted fifteen crew wearing Pan Am 
uniforms.' 

'You must have been mistaken,' said the captain. 
'There are only fourteen of us.' 

'Then I will have to make a more detailed check, won't 
ise return these documents to their right- 
Tould there happen to be anyone not in 
a passport, they will naturally have to 

igainst international regulations,' said the 
1 sure you know. We are in transit, and 
;r UN Resolution 238, not legally in your 

jreath, captain. We have no use for UN 
Iraq. And, as you correctly point out, as 
□ncerned, you are not legally even in our 

realised he was wasting his time, and 
longer. He gathered up the passports as 
:ould and allowed al-Takriti to lead him 
all. As they entered the room the Pan Am 
who were scattered around the benches 
from their places and began walking 
ally changing direction, while at the same 
: the top of their voices. 

0 sit down,' hissed al-Takriti, as the crew 
zig-zagged backwards and forwards across the hall. 

What's that you're saying?' asked the captain, cup- 
ping his ear. . ' 
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• Tell them to sit down!' shouted al-Takriti. 

The captain gave a half-hearted order, and within a 
•ew moments everyone was seated. But they still con- 
tinued talking at the top of their voices. 

'And tell them to shut up!' 

The captain moved slowly round the room, asking his 
:rcw one by one to lower their voices. 

Al-Takriti's eyes raked the benches of the transit hall, 
as the captain glanced out onto the tarmac and watched 
the French aircraft taxiing towards the far runway. 

Al-Takriti began counting, and was annoyed to dis- 
cover that there were only fourteen Pan Am crew 
members in the hall. He stared angrily around the room, 
and quickly checked once again. 

'All fourteen seem to be present,' said the captain 
after he had finished handing back the passports to his 
crew. 

'Where is the man who was sitting next to you?' 
al-Takriti demanded, jabbing a finger at the captain. 
'You mean my first officer?' 

'No. The one who looked like an Arab.' 

'There are no Arabs on my crew,' the captain assured 
him. 

Al-Takriti strode over to the senior flight attendant. 
He was sitting next to you. His upper lip had make-up 
on it that was beginning to run.' 

The captain of the French plane was sitting next to 
me ' the senior flight attendant said. She immediately 
realised her mistake. 

Saad al-Takriti turned and looked out of the vrindov/ 
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to see the Air France plane at the end of the runway 
preparing for take-off. He jabbed a button on his hand 
phone as the thrust of the jet engines started up, and 
barked out some orders in his native tongue. The captain 
didn't need to speak Arabic to get the gist of what he 
was saying. 

By now the American crew were all staring at the 
French aircraft, willing it to move, while al-Takriti's 
voice was rising with every word he uttered. 

The Air France 747 eased forward and slowly began 
to gather momentum. Saad al-Takriti cursed loudly, 
then ran out of the building and jumped into a waiting 
jeep. He pointed towards the plane and ordered the 
driver to chase after it. The jeep shot off, accelerating 
as it weaved its way in and out of the parked aircraft. 
By the time it reached the runway it must have been 
doing ninety miles an hour, and for the next hundred 
yards it sped along parallel to the French aircraft, with 
al-Takriti standing on the front seat, clinging onto the 
windscreen and waving his fist at the cockpit. 

The French captain acknowledged him with a crisp 
salute, and as the 747's wheels lifted off, a loud cheer 
went up in the transit lounge. 

The American captain smiled and turned to his chief 
flight attendant. 'That only proves my theory that the 
French will go to any lengths to get an extra passenger.' 

Hamid Zebari landed in New Delhi six hours later, 
and immediately phoned his wife to let her know what 
had happened. Early the next morning Pan Am flew him 
back to New York — first class. When Hamid emerged 
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from the airport terminal, his wife jumped out of the 
car and threw her arms around him. 

Nadim wound the window down and declared, 'You 
were wrong. Papa. A fortnight turns out to be fifteen 
days.' Hamid grinned at his son, but his daughter burst 
into tears, and not because their car had come to a sudden 
halt. It was just that she was horrified to see her mother 
hugging a strange man. 
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HENEVHR I^M IN NEW YORK, I A.LWAY5 
try to hsvG dinner \vitK sn old friend of mine Gillec. 
Duncan McPherson- We are opposites, and so naturallir 
we attract. In fact, Duncan and I have only one thing in 
common; we are both wTiters. But e\'en then there's 
a difference, because Duncan specialises in screenplays, 
which he writes in the intervals between his occasional 
articles for Newsweek and the New Yorker, whereas I 
prefer novels and short stories. 

One of the other differences between us is the fact that 


1 have been married to the same woman for tw'enty-eight 
years, while Duncan seems to have a different girlfriend 
every time I visit Neiv York - not bad going, as I average 
at least a couple of trips a year. The girls are always 
attractive, lively and bright, and there are various levels 
of intensity - depending on what stage the relation- 
ship is at. In the past I've been around at the beginning 
(very physical) and in the middle (starting to cool off), 
but this trip ivas to be the inst time I esnerienced an 
ending. 


I phoned Danaan tmm Tri' imte! nr ^ 


let him know I 




Avenue to 
new novel. 
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and he immediately asked me over for dinner the follow- 
ing evening. I assumed, as in the past, that it would be 
at his apartment. Another opposite: unlike me, he's a 
quite superlative cook. 

'I can't wait to see you,' he said. 'I've come up with 
an idea for a novel at last, and I want to try the plot out 
on you.' 

'Delighted,' I replied. 'Look forward to hearing all 
about it tomorrow night. And may 1 ask . . .' I hesitated. 

'Christabel,' he said. 

'Christabel . . .' I repeated, trying to recall if I had 
ever met her. 

'But there's no need for you to remember anything 
about her,' he added. 'Because she's about to be given 
the heave-ho, to use one of your English expressions. 
I've just met a new one - Karen. She's absolutely sen- 
sational. You'll adore her.' 

I didn't feel this was the appropriate moment to 
point out to Duncan that I had adored them all. I merely 
asked which one was likely to be joining us for 
dinner. 

'Depends if Christabel has finished packing,' Duncan 
replied. 'If she has, it will be Karen. We haven't slept 
together yet, and I'd been planning on that for tomorrow 
night. But as you're in town, it will have to be 
postponed.' 

I laughed. 'I could wait,' I assured him. 'After all, I'm 
here for at least a week.' ^ 

'No, no. In any case, I must tell you about my idea 
for a novel. That's far more important. So why don't 
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you come to my place tomorrow evening. Shall we saj 
around seven thirty?' 


Before I left the hotel, I wrapped up a copy of my latest 
book, and wrote 'Hope you enjoy it' on the outside. 

Duncan lives in one of those apartment blocks on 72nd 
and Park, and though I've been there many times, it 
always takes me a few minutes to locate the entrance to 
the building. And, like Duncan's girlfriends, the door- 
man seems to change with every trip. 

The new doorman grunted when I gave my name, and 
directed me to the elevator on the far side of the hall. I 
slid the grille doors across and pressed the button for 
the fourteenth floor. It was one of those top floors that 
could not be described as a penthouse even by the most 
imaginative of estate agents. 

I pulled back the doors and stepped out onto the land- 
ing, rehearsing the appropriate smiles for Christabcl 
(goodbye) and Karen (hello). As I walked towards 
Duncan's front door I could hear raised voices - a very' 
British expression, born of understatement; let's be frank 
and admit that they were screaming at each other at the 
tops of their voices. I concluded that this had to be the end 
of Christabcl, rather than the beginning of Karen. 

I was already a few minutes late, so there was no 
turning back. 1 pressed the doorbell, and to my relief 
the voices immediately fell silent. Duncan opened the 
door, and although his checks were scarlet with rage, he 
still managed a casual grin. Which reminds me that 1 
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forgot to teil you about a few more opposites - the damn 
man has a mop of boyish dark curly hair, the rugged 
features of his Irish ancestors, and the build of a cham- 
pion tennis player* 

'Come on in,' he said. This is Chris tabel, by the way 
- if you hadn't already guessed.' 

I'm not by nature a man who likes other people's 
cast-offs, but I'm bound to confess I would have been 
happy to make Christabel the exception. She had an oval 
face, deep blue eyes, and an angelic smile. She was also 
graced with that fine fair hair that only the Nordic races 
are born with, and the type of figure that slimming 
advertisements make their profits out of. She wore a 
cashmere sweater and tapered white jeans that left little 
to the imagination. 

Christabel shook me by the hand, and apologised for 
looking a little scruffy. 'I've been packing all afternoon,' 
she explained. 

The proof of her labours was there for all to see - 
three large suitcases and two cardboard boxes full of 
books standing by the door. On the top of one of the 
boxes lay a copy of a Dorothy L. Sayers murder mystery 
with a torn red dustjacket. 

I was becoming acutely aware that I couldn't have 
chosen a worse evening for a reunion with my old friend. 
T'm afraid we're going to have to eat out for a change,' 
Duncan said. 'It's been' — he paused — 'a busy day. I 
haven't had a chance to visit the local store. Good thing, 
actually,' he added. 'It'll give me more time to take you 
through the plot of my novel.' 
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'Congratulations/ Christabcl said. 

I turned to face her. 

"Your novel/ she said. 'Number one on the New York 
Times bestseller list, isn't it?' 

'Yes, congratulations,' said Duncan. 'I haven't got 
round to reading it yet, so don't tell me anything about 
it. It wasn't on sale in Bosnia,' he added w-ith a laugh. 

I handed him my little gift. 

'Thank you,' he said, and placed it on the hall tabic. 
'I'll look forward to it.' 

'I've read it,' said Christabcl. 

Duncan bit his lip. 'Let's go,' he said, and was about 
to turn and say goodbye to Christabcl when she asked 
me, 'Would you mind if I joined you? I'm stalling, and 
as Duncan said, there's absolutely nothing in the icebox.' 

I could see that Duncan was about to protest, but by 
then Christabcl had passed him, and was already in the 
corridor and heading for the elevator. 

'We can walk to the restaurant,' Duncan said as we 
trundled down to the ground floor. 'It's only Califor- 
nians who need a car to take them one block.' 

As we strolled west on 72nd Street Duncan told me 
that he had chosen a fancy new French restaurant to 
take me to. 

1 began to protest, not just because I've never really 
cared for ornate French food, but I was also aware of 
Duncan's unprcdiaable pecuniary circumstances. Some- 
times he was flush with money, at other times stony 
broke. I just hoped that he'd had an advance on t-* 
novel. — , 
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'No, like you, I normally wouldn't bother,' he sai 
'But it's only just opened, and the Nexo York Times ga 
it a rave review. In any <ase, whenever I'm in Londo 
you always entertain me "right royally",' he added, 
what he imagined was an English accent. 

It was one ol those cool evenings that make walldi 
in New York so pleasant, and I enjoyed the stroll, . 
Duncan began to tell me about his recent trip to Bosni 

'You were lucky to catch me in New York,' he w 
saying. 'I've only just got back after being holed up i 
the damned place for three months.' 

'Yes, I know. I read your article in Newsweek on tb 
plane coming over,' I said, and went on to tell him ho’ 
fascinated I had been by his evidence that a group of U1 
soldiers had set up their own underground network, an 
felt no scruples about operating an illegal black marke 
in whatever country they were stationed. 

'Yes, that's caused quite a stir at the UN,' said Duncan 
'The New York Times and the Washington Post hav 
both followed the story up with features on the maij 
culprits — but without bothering to give me any credi 
for the original research, of course.' 

I turned round to see if Christabel was still with us 
She seemed to be deep in thought, and was lagging { 
few paces behind. I smiled a smile that I hoped said 1 
think Duncan's a fool and you're fantastic, but I received 
no response. 

After a few more yards I spotted a red and gold awning 
flapping in the breeze outside something called 'Le 
Manoir'. My heart sank. I've always preferred simple 
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food, and have long considered pretentious French cuis- 
ine to be one of the major cons of the eighties, and 
one that should have been passe, if not part of culinary 
history, by the nineties. 

Duncan led us down a short crazy-paving path 
through a heavy oak door and into a brightly lit res- 
taurant. One look around the large, over-decorated room 
and my worst fears were confirmed. The maltre d' 
stepped forward and said, 'Good evening, monsieur.' 

'Good evening,' replied Duncan. 'I have a table 
reserved in the name of McPherson.' 

The maitrc d' checked down a long list of bookings. 
'Ah, yes, a table for two.' Christabel pouted, but looked 
no less beautiful. 

'Can we make it three?' my host asked rather half- 
heartedly. 

'Of course, sir. Allow me to show you to your table.' 

We were guided through a crowded room to a little 
alcove in the corner which had only been set for two. 

One look at the tablecloth, the massive flowered plates 
with 'Le Manoir' painted in crimson all over them, and 
the arrangement of lilies on the centre of the table, made 
me feel even more guilty about what I had let Duncan 
in for. A waiter dressed in a white open-neck shirt, black 
trousers and black waistcoat with 'Le Manoir' sewn in 
red on the breast pocket hurriedly supplied Christabel 
with a chair, while another deftly laid a place for her. 

A third waiter appeared at Duncan's side and enquired 
if we would care for an aperitif. Christabel smiled sweetly 
and asked if she might have a glass of champagne. I 
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requested some Evian water, and Duncan nodded that he 
would have the same. 

For the next few minutes, while we waited for the 
menus to appear, we continued to discuss Duncan's trip 
to Bosnia, and the contrast between scraping one's food 
out of a billycan in a cold dugout accompanied by the 
sound of bullets, and dining off china plates in a warm 
restaurant, with a string quartet playing Schubert in 
the background. 

Another waiter appeared at Duncan's side and handed 
us three pink menus the size of small posters. As I 
glanced down the list of dishes, Christabel whispered 
something to the waiter, who nodded and slipped quietly 
away. 

I began to study the menu more carefully, unhappy 
to discover that this was one of those restaurants which 
allows only the host to have the bill of fare with the 
prices attached. I was trying to work out which would 
be the cheapest dishes, when another glass of champagne 
was placed at Christabel's side, 

I decided that the clear soup was likely to be the least 
expensive starter, and that it would also help my feeble 
efforts to lose weight. The main courses had me more 
perplexed, and with my limited knowledge of French I 
finally settled on duck, as I couldn't find any sign of 
'pon/ef'. 

When the waiter returned moments later, he immedi- 
ately spotted Christabel's empty glass, and asked, 
'Would you care for another glass of champagne, 
madame?' 
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'Yes, please,' she replied sweetly, as the maltre d' 
arrived to take our order. But first we had to suffer an 
ordeal that nowadays can be expected at every French 
restaurant in the world. 

'Today our specialities are,' he began, in an accent 
that would not have impressed central casting, 'for hors 
d'oeuvres Gcicc de sanmon sauvage ct caviar imperial 
cn aigre dotix, which is wild salmon slivers and imperial 
caviar in a delicate jelly with sour cream and courgettes 
soused in dill vinegar. Also we have Cuisses de grenou- 
illes a la puree d'herbes a soupe, fricassee de chanterelles 
cl racines de persil, which are pan-fried frogs' legs in a 
parsley puree, fricassee of chanterelles and parsley roots. 
For the main course we have Escalope de turbot, which 
is a poached fillet of turbot on a watercress puree, lemon 
sabayon and a Gewiirztraminer sauce. And, of couise, 
everything that is on the menu can be recommended.' 

1 felt full even before he had finished the descriptions. 

Christabel appeared to be studying the menu with due 
diligence. She pointed to one of the dishes, and the. 
maltre d' smiled approvingly. 

Duncan leaned across and asked if I had selected any- 
thing yet. 

'Consomme and the duck will suit me just fine,' I said 
without hesitation. 

'Thank you, sir,' said the maltre d'. 'How would you 
like the duck? Crispy, or perhaps a little underdone?' 

'Crispy,' 1 replied, to his evident disapproval. 

'And monsieur?' he asked, turning to Duncan. 

'Caesar salad and a rare steak.' 
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The maitre d' retrieved the menus and was turning 
to go as Duncan said, 'Now, let me tell you all about 
my idea for a novel.' 

'Would you care to order some wine, sir?' asked 
another waiter, who was carrying a large red leather 
book with golden grapes embossed on its cover. 

'Should I do that for you?' suggested Christabel. 
'Then there'll be no need to interrupt your story.' 

Duncan nodded his agreement, and the waiter handed 
the wine list over to Christabel. She opened the red 
leather cover with as much eagerness as if she was about 
to begin a bestselling novel. 

'You may be surprised,' Duncan was saying, 'that my 
book is set in Britain. Let me start by explaining that 
the timing for its publication is absolutely vital. As you 
know, a British and French consortium is currently 
building a tunnel between Folkestone and Sangatte, 
which is scheduled to be opened by Queen Elizabeth on 
6 May 1994. In fact, Chunnel will be the title of my 
book.' 

I was horrified. - Another glass of champagne was 
placed in front of Christabel. 

'The story begins in four separate locations, with four 
different sets of characters. Although they are all from 
diverse age groups, social backgrounds and countries, 
they have one thing in common: they have all booked 
on the first passenger train to travel from London to 
Paris via the Channel Tunnel.' 

I felt a sudden pang of guilt, and wondered if I should 
say something, but at this point a waiter returned vrith 
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a bottle of white wine, the label of which Christabe 
studied intently. She nodded, and the sommeliei 
extracted the cork and poured a little into her emptj 
glass. A sip brought the smile back to her lips. Th» 
waiter then filled our glasses. 

Duncan continued: 'There will be an American familj 
- mother, father, nvo teenage children - on their firs 
visit to England; a young English couple who have jus 
got married that morning and are about to begin thei: 
honeymoon; a Greek self-made millionaire and hii 
French wife who booked their tickets a year before, bu 
are now considering a divorce; and three students.' 

Duncan paused as a Caesar salad was placed in fron 
of him and a second waiter presented me with a bowl o 
consomme. 1 glanced at the dish Christabel had chosen 
A plate of thinly cut smoked gravadlax with a blob o 
caviar in the centre. She was happily squeezing half ; 
lemon, protected by muslin, all over it. 

'Now,' said Duncan, 'in the first chapter it's importan 
that the reader doesn't realise that the students are con- 
nected in any way, as that later becomes central to th< 
plot. We pick up all four groups in the second chaptei 
as they're preparing for the journey. The reader dis- 
covers their motivations for wanting to be on the train, 
and I build a little on the background of each of tht 
characters involved.' 

'What period of time will the plot cover?' I asked 
anxiously, between spoonfuls of consomme. 

'Probably three days,' replied Duncan. 'The day before 
the journey, the day of the journey, and the day after. 
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But I'm Still not certain - by the firtal draft it might all 
happen on the same day.' 

Christabel grabbed the wine bottle from the ice-bucket 
and refilled her glass before the wine waiter had a chance 
to assist her. 

'Around chapter three,' continued Duncan, 'we find 
the various groups arriving at Waterloo station to board 
"le shuttle". The Greek millionaire and his French wife 
will be shown to their first-class seats by a black crew 
member, while the others are directed to second class. 
Once they are all on board, some sort of ceremony to 
commemorate the inauguration of the tunnel will take 
’ ce on the platform. Big band, fireworks, cutting of 
le by royalty etc. That should prove quite adequate 
cover another chapter at least.' 

While I was visualising the scene and sipping my soup 
he restaurant may have been pretentious, but the food 
IS excellent - the wine waiter filled my glass and then 
mean's. I don't normally care for white wine, but 1 
d to admit that this one was quite exceptional. 
Duncan paused to eat, and I turned my attention to 
iristabel, who was being served a second dollop of 
tfiar that appeared even bigger than the first. 

'Chapter five,' said Duncan, 'opens as the train 
3ves out of the station. Now the real action begins, 
le American family are enjoying every moment. The 
ung bride and groom make love in the rest room. The 
illionaire is having another row with his wife about 
r continual extravagance, and the three students have 
it up for the first time at the bar. By now you should 
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begin to suspect that they're not ordinary students, and 
that they may have known each other before they got 
on the train.' Duncan smiled and continued with his 
salad. 1 frowned. 

Christabel winked at me, to show she knew exactly 
what was going on. I felt guilty at being made a part of 
her conspiracy, and wanted to tell Duncan what she was 
up to. 

'It's certainly a strong plot,' I ventured as the wine 
waiter filled our glasses for a third time and, having 
managed to empty the bottle, looked towards Madame. 
She nodded sweetly. 

'Have you started on the research yet?' I asked. 

'Yes. Research is going to be the key to this project, 
and I'm well into it already,' said Duncan. 'I wrote to 
Sir Alastair Morton, the Chairman of Eurotunnel, on 
hJewsweek headed paper, and his office sent me back a 
caseload of material. I can tell you the length of the 
rolling stock, the number of carriages, the diameter of 
the wheels, why the train can go faster on the French 
side than the British, even why it's necessary for them 
to have a different-gauge track on either side of the 
Channel . . .' 

The .pop of a cork startled me, and the wine waiter 
began pouring from a second bottle. Should I tell him 
now? 

'During chapter six the plot begins to unfold,' said 
Duncan, warming to his theme, as one of the waiters 
whipped away the empty plates and another brushed a 
few breadcrumbs off the tablecloth into a little silver 
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scoop. 'The trick is to keep the reader interested in all 
four groups at the sarne time.' 

I nodded. 

'Now we come to the point in the story when the 
reader discovers that the students are not really students, 
but terrorists, who plan to hijack the train.' 

Three dishes topped by domed silver salvers were 
placed in front of us. On a nod from the maitre d', all 
three domes were lifted in unison by the waiters. It 
would be churlish of me not to admit that the food looked 
quite magnificent. I turned to see what Christabel had 
selected; truffles with foie gras. They reminded me of a 
Miro painting, until she quickly smudged the canvas. 
'What.do you think the terrorists' motive for hijacking 
re train should be?' Duncan asked. 

This was surely the moment to tell him - but once 
gain 1 funked it. I tried to remember what point in the 
tory we had reached. 'That would depend on whether 
ou eventually wanted them to escape,' I suggested. 
A?hich might prove quite difficult, if they're stuck in 
ie middle of a tunnel, with a police force waiting for 
hem at either end.' The wine waiter presented Christa- 
el with the bottle of claret she had chosen. After no 
\ore than a sniff of the cork she indicated that it was 
cceptable. 

'I don't think they should be interested in financial 
eward,' said Duncan. 'They ought to be IRA, Islamic 
indamentalists, Basque separatists, or whatever the 
itest terrorist group catching the headlines happens 
) be.' 
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I sipped the wine. It was like velvet. I had only tasted 
such a vintage once before, in the home of a friend who 
possessed a cellar of old wine put down with new money. 
It was a taste that had remained etched in my memory. 

'In chapter seven I've come up against a block,' 
continued Duncan, intent on his theme. 'One of the 
terrorists must somehow come into contact with the 
newly-married couple, or at least with the bridegroom.' 
He paused. 'I should have told you earlier that in the 
character-building at the beginning of the book, one of 
the students turns out to be a loner, while the other 
two, a man and a woman, have been living together for 
some time.' He began digging into his steak. 'It's how 
I bring the loner and the bridegroom together that 
worries me. Any ideas?' 

'That shouldn't be too hard,' I said, 'what with res- 
taurant cars, snack bars, carriages, a corridor, not to 
mention a black crew member, railway staff and rest 
rooms.' 

'Yes, but it must appear natural,' Duncan said, sound- 
ing as if he was in deep thought. 

My heart sank as I noticed Christabel's empty plate 
being whisked away, despite the fact that Duncan and I 
had hardly begun our main courses. 

'The chapter ends with the train suddenly coming to 
a halt about halfway through the tunnel,' said Duncan, 
staring into the distance. 

'But how? And why?' I asked. 

‘That's the whole point. It's a false alarm. Quite inno- 
cent. The youngest child of the American family - his 

573 



TWELVE RED HERRINGS 

name's Ben - pulls the communication cord while he's 
sitting on the lavatory. It's such a hi-tech lavatory that 
he mistakes it for the chain.' 

I was considering if this was plausible wheri a breast 
of quail on fondant potatoes with a garnish of smoked 
bacon was placed in front of Christabel. She wasted no 
time in attacking the fowl. 

Duncan paused to take a sip of wine. Now, I felt, I 
had to let him know, but before I had a chance to say 
anything he was off again. 'Right,' he said. 'Chapter 
eight. The train has come to a halt several miles inside 
the tunnel, but not quite halfway.' 

Ts that significant?' I asked feebly. 

'Sure is,' said Duncan. 'The French arid British have 
agreed the exact point inside the tunnel where French 
jurisdiction begins and British ends. As you'll discover, 
this becomes relevant later in the plot.' 

The waiter began moving round the table, topping up 
our glasses once again with claret. I placed a hand over 
mine - not because the wine wasn't pure nectar, but 
simply because I didn't wish to give Christabel the oppor- 
tunity to order another bottle. She made no attempt to 
exercise the same restraint, but drank her wine in gener- 
ous gulps, while toying with her quail. Duncan con- 
tinued with his story. 

'So, the hold-up,' said Duncan, 'turns out to be noth- 
ing more than a diversion, and it's sorted out fairly 
quickly. Child in tears, family apologises, explanation 
given by the guard over the train's intercom, which 
relieves any anxieties the passengers might have had. A 
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few minutes later, the train starts up again, and this 
time it does cross the halfway point.' 

Three waiters removed our empty plates. Christabel 
touched the side of her lips with a napkin, and gave me 
a huge grin. 

'So then what happens?' I asked, avoiding her eye. 

'When the train stopped, the terrorists were afraid 
that there might be a rival group on board, with the 
same purpose as them. But as soon as they find out 
what has actually happened, they take advantage of the 
commotion caused by young Ben to get themselves into 
the cabin next to the driver's.' 

'Would you care for anything from the dessert trolley, 
madame?' the maitrc d' asked Christabel. I looked on 
aghast as she was helped to what looked like a large 
spoonful of everything on offer. 

'It's gripping, isn't it?' said Duncan, misunderstanding 
my expression for one of deep concern for those on the 
train. 'But there's still more to come.' 

'Monsieur?' 

'I'm full, thank you,' 1 told the maitre d'. 'Perhaps a 
coffee later.' 

'No, nothing, thank you,' said Duncan, trying not to 
lose his thread. 'By the start of chapter nine the terrorists 
have got themselves into the driver's cabin. At gunpoint 
they force the chef de train and his co-driver to bring 
the engine to a halt for a second time. But what they 
don't realise is that they are now on French territory. 
The passengers are told by the loner over the train's 
intercom that this time it's not a false alarm, but the 
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train has been taken over by whichever gang. I settle on, 
and is going to be blown up in fifteen minutes. He tells 
them to get themselves off the train, into the tunnel, 
and as far away as they possibly can before the explosion. 
Naturally, some of the passengers begin to panic. Several 
of them leap out into the dimly lit tunnel. Many are 
looking frantically for their husbands, wives, children, 
whatever, while others begin running towards the 
British or French side, according to their nationality.' 

I became distracted when the maitre d' began wheeling 
yet another trolley towards our table. He paused, bowed 
to Christabel, and then lit a small burner. He poured 
some brandy into a shallow copper-bottomed pan and 
set about preparing a crepe suzette. 

'This is the point in the story, probably chapter ten, 
where the father of the American family decides to 
remain on the train,' said Duncan, becoming more 
excited than ever. 'He tells the rest of his tribe to jurhp 
off and get the hell out of it. The only other passengers 
who stay on board are the millionaire, his wife, and the 
young newly-married man. All will have strong personal 
reasons for wanting to remain behind, which will have 
been set up earlier in the plot. ' 

The maitre d' struck a match and set light to the crepe. 
A blue flame licked around the pan and shot into the 
air. He scooped his piece de resistance onto a warm 
platter in one movement, and placed it in front of 
Christabel. 

I feared we had now passed the point at which I could 
tell Duncan the truth. 
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'Right, now I have three terrorists in the cab with the 
chef de train. They've killed the co-driver, and there are 
just four passengers still left on the train, plus the black 
ticket collector- who may turn out to be SAS in disguise, 
I haven't decided yet.' 

'Coffee, madame?' the maltre d' asked when Duncan 
paused for a moment. 

'Irish,' said Christabel. 

'Regular, please,' I said. 

'Decaff for me,' said Duncan. 

'Any liqueurs or dgars?' 

Only Christabel reacted. 

'So, at the start of chapter eleven the terrorists open 
negotiations with the British police. But they say they 
can't deal with them because the train is no longer under 
their jurisdiction. This throws the terrorists completely, 
because none of them speaks French, and in any case 
their quarrel is with the British government. One of 
them searches the train for someone who can speak 
French, and comes across the Greek millionaire's wife. 

'Meanwhile, the police on either side of the Channel 
stop all the trains going in either direction. So, our train 
is now stranded in the tunnel on its own - there would 
normally be twenty trains travelling in either direction 
between London and Paris at any one time.' He paused 
to sip his coffee. 

'Is that so?' I asked, knowing the answer perfectly 
well. 

'It certainly is,' Duncan said. 'I've done my research 
thoroughly.' 
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A glass of deep red port was being poured for Christa- 
bel. I glanced at the label: Taylor's '55. This was some- 
thing I had never had the privilege of tasting. Christabel 
indicated that the bottle should be left on the table. The 
waiter nodded, and Christabel immediately poured me 
a glass, without asking if I wanted it. Meanwhile, the 
maitre d' clipped a dgar for Duncan that he hadn't 
requested. 

'In chapter twelve we discover the terrorists' purpose,' 
continued Duncan. 'Namely, blowing up the train as a 
publicity stunt, guaranteed to get their cause onto every 
front page in the world. But the passengers who have 
remained on the train, led by the American father, are 
planning a counter-offensive. ' 

The maitre d' lit a match and Duncan automatically 
picked up the cigar and put it in his mouth. It silenced 
him ... 

'The self-made millionaire might feel he's the natural 
leader,' I suggested. 

. . . but only for a moment. 'He's a Greek. If I'm 
going to make any money out of this project, it's the 
American market I have to aim for. And don't forget 
the film rights,' Duncan said, jabbing the air with his 
cigar. 

I couldn't fault his logic. 

Can I have the check?' Duncan asked as the maitre 
d' passed by our table. 

Certainly, sir,' he replied, not even breaking his 
stride. 

Now, my trouble is going to be the ending ; • 
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began Duncan as Christabel suddenly, if somewhat 
unsteadily, rose from her chair. 

She turned to face me and said, 'I'm afraid the time 
has come for me to leave. It's been a pleasure meeting 
you, although I have a feeling we won't be seeing each 
other again. I'd just like to say how much I enjoyed 
your latest novel. Such an original idea. It deserved to 
be number one.' 

I stood, kissed her hand and thanked her, feeling more 
guilty than ever. 

'Goodbye, Duncan,' she said, turning to face her 
former lover, but he didn't even bother to look up. 
'Don't worry yourself,' she added. 'I'll be out of the 
apartment by the time you get back.' 

She proceeded to negotiate a rather wobbly route 
across the restaurant, eventually reaching the door that 
led out onto the street. The maitre d' held it open for 
her and bowed low. 

'I can't pretend I'm sorry to see her go,' said Duncan, 
puffing away on his cigar. 'Fantastic body, great between 
the sheets, but she's totally lacking in imagination.' 

The maitre d' reappeared by Duncan's side, this time 
to place a small black leather folder in front of him. 

'Well, the critics were certainly right about this place,' 
I commented. Duncan nodded his agreement. 

The maitre d' bov/cd, but not quite as low as before. 

'Now, my trouble, as I v/as trying to explain before 
Christabel decided to make her exit,' continued Duncan, 
'is that I've done the outline, completed the research, 
but I still don't have an ending. Any ideas?' he asked. 


TWELVE RED HERRINGS 

as a middle-aged woman rose from a nearby table and 
began walking determinedly towards us. 

Duncan flicked open the leather cover, and stared in 
disbelief at the bill. 

The woman came to a halt beside our table. T just 
wanted to tell you how much I enjoyed your new book,' 
she said in a loud voice. 

Other diners turned round to see what was going on. 

'Thank you,' I said somewhat curtly, hoping to pre- 
vent her from adding to my discomfort. 

Duncan's eyes were still fixed on the bill. 

'And the ending,' she said. 'So clever! I would never 
have guessed how you were going to get the American 
family out of the tunnel alive . . .' 
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Tbo BARKER WAS ONE OF THOSE MEMBERS 

of Parliament who never sought high office. He'd had 
what was described by his fellow officers as a 'good war' 
- in which he was awarded the Military Cross and 
reached the rank of major. After being demobbed in 
November 1945 he was happy to return to his wife Hazel 
and their home in Suffolk. 

The family engineering business had also had a good 
war, under the diligent management of Ted's elder 
brother Ken. As soon as he arrived home, Ted was 
offered his old place on the board, which he happily 
accepted. But as the weeks passed by, the distinguished 
warrior became first bored and then disenchanted. There 
was no job for him at the factory which even remotely 
resembled active service. 

It was around this time that he was approached by 
Ethel Thompson, the works convenor and - more impor- 
tant for the advancement of this tale - Chairman of 
the Wedmore branch of the North Suffolk Conservative 
Association. The incumbent MP, Sir Dingle Lightfoot, 
known in the constituency as 'Tiptoe', had made it clear 
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that once the war was over they must look for someone 
to replace him. 

'We don't want some clever clogs from London 
coming up here and telling us how to run this division/ 
pronounced Mrs Thompson. 'We need someone who 
knows the district and understands the problems of the 
local people.' Ted, she suggested, might be just the 
ticket. 

Ted confessed that he had never given such an idea a 
moment's thought, but promised Mrs Thompson that 
he would take her proposal seriously, only asking for a 
week in which to consider his decision. He discussed 
the suggestion with his wife, and having received her 
enthusiastic support, he paid a visit to Mrs Thompson 
at her home the following Sunday afternoon. She was 
delighted to hear that Mr Barker would be pleased to 
allow his name to go forward for consideration as the 
prospective parliamentary candidate for the division of 
' North Suffolk. 

The final shortlist included two clever dogs from 
London - one of whom later served in a Macmillan Cabi- 
net - and the local boy, Ted Barker. When the chairman 
announced the committee's dedsion to the local press, 
he said that it would be improper to reveal the number 
of votes each candidate had polled. In fact, Ted had 
comfortably outscored his two rivals put together. 

Six months later the Prime Minister called a general 
election, and after a lively three-week campaign, Ted 
was returned as the Member of Parliament for North 
Suffolk with a majority of over seven thousand. He 
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quickly became respected and popular with colleagues 
on both sides of the House, though he never pretended 
to be anything other than, in his own words, 'an amateur 
politician'. 

As the years passed, Ted's popularity with his 
constituents grew, and he increased his majority with 
each succeeding general election. After fourteen years 
of diligent service to the party nationally and locally, 
the Prime Minister of the day, Harold Macmillan, 
recommended to the Queen that Ted should receive a 
knighthood. 

By the end of the 1960s, Sir Ted (he was never known 
as Sir Edward) felt that the time was fast approaching 
when the division should start looking for a younger 
candidate, and he made it dear to the local chairman 
that he did not intend to stand at the next election. He 
and Hazel quietly prepared for a peaceful retirement in 
their beloved East Anglia. 

Shortly after the election, Ted was surprised to receive 
a call from 10 Downing Street: 'The Prime Ministei 
would like to see Sir Ted at 11.30 tomorrow morning.' 

Ted couldn't imagine why Edward Heath should want 
to see him. Although he had of course visited Number 
10 on several occasions when he was a Member of Parlia- 
ment, those visits had only been for cocktail parties, 
receptions, and the occasional dinner for a visiting head 
of state. He admitted to Hazel that he was a little 
nervous. 

Ted presented himself at the front door of Number 
10 at n.17 the next day. The duty clerk accompanied 
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him down the long corridor on the ground floor, and 
asked him to take a seat in the small waiting area that 
adjoins the Cabinet Room. By now Ted's nervousness 
was turning to apprehension. He felt like an errant 
schoolboy about to come face to face with his head- 
master. 

After a few minutes a private secretary appeared. 
'Good morning. Sir Ted. The Prime Minister will see 
you now.' He accompanied Ted into the Cabinet Room, 
where Mr Heath stood to greet him. 'How kind of you 
to come at such short notice, Ted.' Ted had to suppress 
a smile, because he knew the Prime Minister knew that 
it would have taken the scurvy or a localised hurricane 
to stop him from answering such a summons. 

'I'm hoping you can help me with a delicate matter, 
Ted,' continued the Prime Minister, a man not known 
for wasting time on small-talk. 'I'm about to appoint 
the next Governor of St George's, and I can't think of 
anyone better qualified for the job than you.' 

Ted recalled the day when Mrs Thompson had asked 
him to think about standing for Parliament. But on this 
occasion he didn't require a week to consider his reply 
- even if he couldn't quite bring himself to admit that 
although he'd heard of St George's, he certainly couldn't 
have located it on a map. Once he'd caught his breath, 
he simply said, 'Thank you. Prime Minister. I'd be 
honoured.' 

During the weeks that followed Sir Ted paid several 
visits to the Foreign and Colonial Office to receive 
briefings on various aspects of his appointment. There- 
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fter he assiduously read every book, pamphlet and 
;ovemment paper the mandarins supplied. 

After a few weeks of boning up on his new sub- 
ect, the Govemor-in-waiting had discovered that 
>t George's was a tiny group of islands in the middle of 
he North Atlantic. It had been colonised by the British 
n 1643, thereafter had a long history of imperial 
•ule, the islanders having scorned every offer of indepen- 
Icnce. They were one of Her Majesty's sovereign 
rolonies, and that was how they wished to remain. 

• Even before he set out on his adventure, Ted had 
aecome used to being addressed as 'Your Excellency', 
But after being fitted up by Alan Bennett of Savile Row 
with two different full dress uniforms, Ted feared that 
he looked - what was that modern expression? - O.T.T. 
In winter he was expected to wear an outfit of dark blue 
doeskin with scarlet collar and cuffs embroidered with 
silver oakleaves, while in the summer he was to be 
adorned in white cotton drill with a gold-embroidered 
collar and gold shoulder cords. The sight of him in either 
uniform caused Hazel to laugh out loud. 

Ted didn't laugh when the tailors sent him the bill, 
especially after he learned that he would be unlikely to 
wear either uniform more than twice a year. 'Still, think 
what a hit you'll be at fancy dress parties once you've 
retired,' was Hazel's only comment. 

The newly-appointed Governor and Commander-in- 
Chicf of St George's and his lady flew out to take up 
their post on 12 January 1971. They were greeted by 
the Prime Minister, as the colony's first citizen, and the 
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Chief Justice, as the legal representative of the Queen. 
After the new Governor had taken the salute from six 
off-duty policemen standing vaguely to attention, the 
town band gave a rendering of the national anthem. The 
Union Jack was raised on the roof of the airport terminal 
and a light splattering of applause broke out from the 
assembled gathering of twenty or thirty local dignitaries. 

Sir Ted and Lady Barker were then driven to the 
official residence in a spacious but ageing Rover that had 
already served the two previous Governors. When they 
reached Government House, the driver brought the car 
to a halt and leaped out to open the gates. As they 
continued up the drive, Ted and Hazel saw their new 
home for the first time. 

The colonial mansion was magnificent by any stan- 
dards. Obviously built at the height of the British 
Empire, it was vastly out of proportion to either the 
importance of the island or Britain's current position in 
the real world. But size, as the Governor and his wife 
were quickly to discover, didn't necessarily equate with 
efficiency or comfort. 

The air conditioning didn't work, the plumbing was 
unreliable, Mrs Rogers, the daily help, was regularly off 
sick, and the only thing Ted's predecessor had left behind 
was an elderly black labrador. Worse, the Foreign Office 
had no funds available to deal with any of these prob- 
lems, and whenever Ted mentioned them in dispatches, 
he was met only with suggestions for cutbacks.. 

After a few weeks, Ted and Hazel began to think of 
St George s as being rather like a great big parliamentary 
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constituency, split into several islands, the two largest 
being Suffolk and Edward Island. This heartened Ted, 
who even wondered if that was what had given the Prime 
Minister the idea of offering him the post in the first 
place. 

The Governor's duties could hardly have been 
described as onerous: he and Hazel spent most of their 
time visiting hospitals, delivering speeches at school 
prize-givings and judging flower shows. The highlight 
of the year was undoubtedly the Queen's official birth- 
day in June, when the Governor held a garden party 
for local dignitaries at Government House and Suffolk 
played Edward Island at cricket - an opportunity for 
rnost of the colony's citizens to spend two days getting 
thoroughly drunk. 

Ted and Hazel accepted the local realpolitik and settled 
down for five years of relaxed diplomacy among delight- 
ful people in a heavenly climate, seeing no cloud on the 
horizon that could disturb their blissful existence. 

Until the phone call came. 

It was a Thursday morning, and the Governor was in 
his study with that Monday's Times. He was putting off 
reading a long article on the summit meeting taking 
place in Washington until he had finished the crossword, 
and was just about to fill in the answer to 12 across — 
Erring herd twists to create this diversion (3,7) - when 
his private secretary, Charles Roberts, came rushing into 
his office without knocking. 

Ted realised it had to be something important, because 
he had never known Charles to rush anywhere, and 
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certainly he had never known him to enter the stut 
wdthout the courtesy of a knock. 

'It's Mountbatten on the line/ Charles blurted ou 
He could hardly have looked more anxious had he be< 
reporting that the Germans were about to land on tl 
north shore of the island. The Governor raised an ey 
brow. 'Admiral of the Fleet Earl Mountbatten of Burmt 
said Charles, as if Ted hadn't understood. 

'Then put him through,' said Ted quietly, folding i 
his copy of The Times and placing it on the desk in fro: 
of him. He had met Mountbatten three times over tl 
past twenty years, but doubted if the great man wou 
recall any of these encounters. Indeed, on the thii 
occasion Ted had found it necessary to slip out of tl 
function the Admiral was addressing, as he was feelir 
a little queasy. He couldn't imagine what Mountbattc 
would want to speak to him about, and he had no tin 
to consider the problem, as the phone on his desk w; 
' already ringing. 

As Ted picked up the receiver he was still wonderir 
whether to call Mountbatten 'My Lord' as he was a 
Earl, 'Commander-in-Chief ', as he was a former Chii 
of the Defence Staff, or 'Admiral', as Admiral of the Flet 
is a life appointment. He settled for 'Good morning, sir 

'Good morning. Your Excellency. I hope I find yo 
well?' 

'Yes, thank you, sir,' replied Ted. 

'Because if I remember correctly, when we last m< 
you were suffering from a tummy bug.' 

That s right, sir,' said the surprised Governor. H 
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was reasonably confident that the purpose of Mount- 
batten's call wasn't to enquire about his health after all 
these years. 

•'Governor, you must be curious to know why I am 
calling.' 

'Yes, sir.' 

'I am presently in Washington attending the summit, 
and I had originally planned to return to London 
tomorrow morning.' 

'I understand, sir,' said Ted, not understanding at all. 
'But 1 thought I might make a slight detour and drop 
in to see you. F do enjoy visiting our colonies whenever 
1 get the chance. It gives me the opportunity to brief 
Her Majesty on what's happening. I hope that such a 
visit would not be inconvenient.' 

'Not at all, sir,' said Ted. 'We would be delighted to 
welcome you.' 

'Good,' said Mountbatten. 'Then I would be obliged 
if you could warn the airport authorities to expect my 
aircraft around four tomorrow afternoon. I would like 
to stay overnight, but if I'm to keep to my schedule I will 
need to leave you fairly early the following morning.' 

'Of course, sir. Nothing could be easier. My wife and 
i will be at the airport to welcome you at four o'clock 
tomorrow afternoon.' 

That s kind of you. Governor. By the way. I'd rather 
things were left fairly informal. Please don't put yourself 
to any trouble.' The line went dead. 

Once he had replaced the receiver, it was Ted's turn 
to run for the first time in several months. He found 
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Charles striding down the long corridor towards him, 
having obviously listened in on the extension. 

'Find my wife and get yourself a notepad - and 
then both of you join me in my office immediately. 
Immediately/ Ted repeated as he scuttled back into 
his study. 

Hazel arrived a few minutes later, clutching a bunch 
of dahlias, followed by the breathless private secretary. 

'Why the rush, Ted? What's the panic?' 

'Mountbatten's coming.' 

'When?' Hazel asked quietly. 

'Tomorrow afternoon. Four o'clock.' 

'That IS a good reason to panic,' Hazel admitted. She 
dumped the flowers in a vase on the windowsill and took 
a seat opposite her husband on the other side of his desk. 
'Perhaps this isn't the best time to let you know that 
Mrs Rogers is off sick.' 

'You have to admire her timing,' said Ted. 'Right, 
we'll just have to bluff it.' 

'What do you mean, "bluff it"?' asked Hazel. 

'Well, don't let's forget that Mountbatten's a member 
of the Royal Family, a former Chief of the Defence Staff 
and an Admiral of the Fleet. The last colonial post he 
held was Viceroy of India with three regiments under 
his command and a personal staff of over a thousand. 
So I can't imagine what he'll expect to find when he 
turns up here.' 

'Then let's begin by making a list of things that will 
have to be done,' said Hazel briskly. 

Charles removed a pen from his inside pocket, turned 
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ver the cover of his pad, and waited to write down his 
:iaster'5 instructions. 

'If he's arriving at the airport, the first thing he will 
xpect is a red carpet,' said Hazel. 

'But we don't have a red carpet,' said Ted. 

'Yes we do. There's the one that leads from the dining 
oom to the drawing room. We'II have to use that, and 
lope we can get it back in place before he visits that part 
)f the house. Charles, you will have to roll it up and 
:ake it to the airport' — she paused — 'and then bring it 
aack.' 

Charles scowled, but began writing furiously. 

'And Charles, can you also see that it's cleaned by 
tomorrow?' interjected the Governor. 'I hadn't even 
realised it was red. Now, what about a guard of honour?' 

'We haven't got a guard of honour,' said Hazel. 'If 
you remember, when we arrived on the island we were 
met by the Prime Minister, the Chief Justice and six 
off-duty policemen.' 

'True,' said Ted. 'Then we'll just have to rely on the 
Territorial Army.' 

'You mean Colonel Hodges and his band of hopeful 
warriors? They don't even all have matching uniforms. 
And as for their rifles . . .' 

'Hodges will just have to get them into some sort of 
shape by four o'clock tomorrow afternoon. Leave that 
one to me,' said Ted, making a note on his pad. 'I'll 
phone him later this morning. Now, what about a band?' 

Well there's the town band,' said Charles. 'And, of 
course, the police band.' 
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'On this occasion they'll have to combine/ said Hazel, 
'so we don't offend either of them.' 

'But they only know three tunes between them,' said 
Ted. 

'They only need to know one,' said Hazel. 'The 
national anthem.' 

'Right,' said the Governor. 'As there are sure to be a 
lot of musical feathers that will need unruffling, I'll leave 
you to deal with them, Hazel. Our next problem is how 
we transport him from the airport to Government 
House. ' 

'Certainly not in the old Rover,' said Hazel. 'It's 
broken down three times in the last month, and it smells 
like a kennel.' 

'Henry Bendall has a Rolls-Royce,' said Ted. -'We'll 
just have to commandeer that.' 

'As long as no one tells Mountbatten that it's owned 
by the local undertaker, and what it was used for the 
morning before he arrived. ' 

'Mick Flaherty also has an old Rolls,' piped up 
Charles. 'A Silver Shadow, if I remember correctly.' 

'But he loathes the British,' said Hazel. 

'Agreed,' said Ted, 'but he'll still want to have dinner 
at Government House when he discovers the guest of 
honour is a member of the Royal Family.' 

'Dinner?' said Hazel, her voice rising in horror. 

'Of course we will have to give a dinner in his honour,' 
said Ted. 'And, worse, everyone who is anyone will 
expect to be invited. How many can the dining room 
hold? He and Hazel turned to the private secretary. 
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'Sixty if pushed/ replied Charles, looking up frorh his 
ties. 

'We're pushed/ said Ted. 

'We certainly are,' said Hazel. 'Because we don't hav< 
ay plates, let alone sixty coffee cups, sixty teaspoons 
Kty . . .' 

'We still have that Royal Worcester service presentei 
^ the late King after his visit in 1947,' said Ted. 'Hov 
lany pieces of that are lit for use?' 

'Enough for about fourteen settings, at the last count, 
lid Hazel. 

'Right, then that's dealt with how many people vn 
e at the top table.' 

'What about the menu?' asked Charles. 

'And, more important, who is going to cook it?' adde 
'ed. 

'We'll have to ask Dotty Cuthbert if she can spai 
^rs Travis for the evening,' said Hazel. 'No one on th 
sland is a better cook.' 

'And we'll also need her butler, not to mention th 
•est of her staff/ added Ted. 

By now Charles was onto his third page. 

'You'd better deal with Lady Cuthbert, my dear,' sai 
Ted. 'I'll try to square Mick Flaherty.' 

'Our next problem will be the drink,' said Haze 
Don't forget, the last Governor emptied the cellar a fei 
days before he left.' 

'And the Foreign Office refuses to restock it/ Te 

reminded her. 'Jonathan Fletcher has the best cellar o 
the island . . .' 
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'And, God bless him, he won't expect to be at the top 
table,' said Hazel. 

'If we're limited to fourteen places, the top table's 
looking awfully crowded already,' said Ted. 

'Dotty Cuthbert, the Bendalls, the Flahertys, the 
Hodges,' said Hazel, writing down the names. 'Not to 
mention the Prime Minister, the Chief Justice, the 
Mayor, the Chief of Police, plus their wives . . . Let's 
hope that some of them are indisposed or abroad.' She 
was beginning to sound desperate. 

'Where's he going to sleep?' asked Charles innocently. 

'God, I hadn't thought of him sleeping,' said Ted. 

'He'll have to take our bedroom. It's the only 
one with a bed that doesn't sink in the middle,' said 
Hazel. 

'We'll move into the Nelson Room for the night, and 
suffer those dreadful woodwormed beds and their 
ancient horsehair mattresses.' 

'Agreed,' said Hazel. 'I'll make sure all ous . . . .f ' 

out of the Queen Victoria Room by this evenf 

'And, Charles,' said the Governor, 'phone the ■ 

Office, would you, and find out Mountbatten's lik 
dislikes. Food, drink, eccentric habits - anything yo. 
discover. They're sure to have a file on him, and tl - 
one gentleman I don't want to catch me out.' - 

The private secretary turned over yet another pag 
his pad, and continued scribbling. -■ 

For the next hour, the three of them went over aii' 
and every problem that might arise during the visi -;- 
and after a self-made sandwich lunch, departed in the . 
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different direaions to spend the afternoon making beg- 
ging calls all round the island. 

It was Charles's idea that the Governor should appeal 
on the local television station's early-evening news pro- 
gramme, to let the citizens know that a member of the 
Royal Family would be visiting the island the following 
day. Sir Ted ended his broadcast by saying that he hoped 
as many people as possible would be at the airport tc 
welcome 'the great war leader' when his plane touched 
down at four the following afternoon. 

. While Hazel spent the evening cleaning every room 
that the great war leader might conceivably enter, 
Charles, with the aid of a torch, tended to the flowerbeds 
that lined the driveway, and Ted supervised the shuttling 
of plates, cutlery, food and wine from different parts ol 
the island to Government House. 

'Now, what have we forgotten?' said Ted, as he 
climbed into bed at two o'clock that morning. 

'Heaven only knows,' Hazel said wearily before turn- 
ing out the light. 'But whatever it is, let's hope Mount- 
batten never finds out.' 


The Governor, dressed in his summer uniform, with 
gold piping down the sides of his white trousers, decor- 
ations and campaign medals across his chest, and a 
Wolsey helmet with a plume of red-over-white swan's 
feathers on his head, walked out onto the landing to join 
his wife. Hazel was wearing the green summer frock she 
had bought for the Governor's garden party two years 
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before, and was checking the flowers in the entrance 
hall. 

'Too late for that,' said Ted, as she rearranged a sprig 
that had strayed half an inch. 'It's time we left for the 
airport.' 

They descended the steps of Government House to 
find two Rolls-Royces, one black, one white, and their 
old Rover standing in line. Charles followed closely 
behind them, carrying the red carpet, which he dropped 
into the boot of the Rover as his master stepped into the 
back of the leading Rolls-Royce. 

The first thing the Governor needed to check was the 
chauffeur's name. 

'Bill Simmons,' he was informed. 

'All you have to remember. Bill, is to look as if you've 
been doing this job all your life.' 

'Right, Guv.' 

'No,' said Ted firmly. 'In front of the Admiral, you 
must address me as "Your Excellency", and Lord Mount- 
batten as "My Lord". If in any doubt, say nothing.' 

'Right, Guv, Your Excellency.' 

Bill started up the car and drove towards the gates at 
what he evidently considered was a stately pace, before 
turning right and taking the road to the airport. When 
they reached the terminal fifteen minutes later a police- 
man ushered the tiny motorcade out onto the tarmac, 
where the combined bands were playing a medley from 
West Side Story - at least, that was what Ted charitably 
thought it might be. 

As he stepped out of the car Ted came face to face 
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with three ranks of soldiers from the Territorial Army 
standing at ease, sixty-one of them, aged from seventeen 
to seventy. Ted had to admit that although they weren't 
the Grenadier Guards, they weren't 'Dad's Army' either. 
And they had two advantages; a real-live Colonel in full 
dress uniform, and a genuine Sergeant Major, with a 
voice to match, 

Charles had already begun rolling out the red carpet 
when the Governor turned his attention to the hastily- 
erected barriers, where he was delighted to see a larger 
CTowd than he had ever witnessed on the island, even at 
the annual football derby between Suffolk and Edward 
Island. 

Many of the islanders were waving Union Jacks, and 
some were holding up pictures of the Queen. Ted smiled 
and checked his watch. The plane was due in seventeen 
minutes. 

The Prime Minister, the local Mayor, the Chief Jus- 
tice, the Commissioner of Police and their wives were 
lining up at the end of the red carpet. The sun beat down 
from a cloudless sky. As Ted turned in a slow carde to 
take in the scene, he could see for himself that everyone 
had made a spedal effort. 

Suddenly the sound of engines could be heard, and 
the crowd began to cheer. Ted looked up, shielded his 
eyes, and saw an Andover of the Queen's Flight 
descending towards the airport. It touched down on the 
far end of the runway at three minutes before the hour, 
and taxied up to the red carpet as four chimes struck on 
the clock above the flight control tower. 
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The door of the plane opened, and there stood Admiral 
of the Fleet the Earl Mountbatten of Burma, kg, pc, 
GCB, OM, GCSI, GCIE, GCVO, DSO, FRS, DCt (Hon), 
LLD (Hon), attired in the full dress uniform of an 
Admiral of the Fleet (summer wear). 

Tf that's what he means by "fairly informal", I sup- 
pose we should be thankful that he didn't ask us to lay 
on an official visit,' murmured Hazel as she and Ted 
walked to the bottom of the steps that had been quickly 
wheeled into place. 

As Mountbatten slowly descended the stairway, the 
crowd cheered even louder. Once he stepped onto the 
red carpet the Governor took a pace forward, removed 
his plumed hat, and bowed. The Admiral saluted, and 
at that moment the combined bands of town and police 
struck up the national anthem. The crowd sang 'God 
Save the Queen' so lustily that the occasional uncertain 
note was smothered by their exuberance. 

When the anthem came to an end the Governor said, 
'Welcome to St George's, sir.' 

'Thank you. Governor,' replied Mountbatten. 

'May I present my wife. Hazel.' The Governor's wife 
took a pace forward, did a full curtsey, and shook hands 
with the Admiral. 

'How good to see you again. Lady Barker. This is 
indeed a pleasure.' 

The Governor guided his guest to the end of the red 
.carpet and introduced him to the Prime Minister and his 
wife Sheila, the local mayor and his wife Caroline, the 
Chief Justice and his wife Janet, and the Commissioner 
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of Police and his latest wife, v/hose name he conldr/t 
remember. 

'Perhaps you'd care to inspect the guard of honour 
before we leave for Government House,' suggested Ted, 
steering Mountbatten in the direction of Colonel Hodges 
and his men. 

'Absolutely delighted,' said the Admiral, vraving to 
the aowd as the two of them proceeded across the tarmac 
towards the waiting guard. When they still had some 
twenty yards to go, the Colonel sprang to attention, tools 
three paces forward, saluted and said crisply, 'Guard of 
Honour ready for inspection, sir.' 

Mountbatten came to a halt and returned a naval 
salute, which was a sign for the Sergeant Major, standing 
at attention six paces behind his Colonel, to bellow ou' 
the words, 'Commanding officer on parade I Genera 
salute, pre-sent arms!' 

The front row, who were in possession of the unit' 
entire supply of weapons, presented arms, while th 
second and third rows came rigidly to attention. 

Mountbatten marched dutifully up and dovm th 
ranks, as gravely as if he v/ere inspecting a full brigad 
of Life Guards. When he had passed the last soldit 
in the back row, the Colonel came to attention an 
saluted once again. Mountbatten returned the salui 
and said, 'Thank you. Colonel. First-class effort. We 
done.' 

The Governor then guided Mountbatten towards tl 
white Rolls-Royce, v/here Bill was standing at what 1 
imagined was attention, while at the same time holdii 
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open the back door. Mountbatten stepped in as the Gov 
emor hurried round to the other side, opened the doo 
for himself, and joined his guest on the back seat. Hazt 
and the Admiral's ADC took their places in the blac 
Rolls-Royce, while Charles and the Admiral's secretar 
had to make do with the Rover. The Governor onl 
hoped that Mountbatten hadn't seen two members o 
the airport staff rolling up the red carpet and placing i 
in the Rover's boot. Hazel was only praying that the; 
had enough sheets left over for the bed in the Greei 
Room. If not, the ADC would be wondering about thei 
sleeping habits. 

The island's two police motorcycles, vrith white 
uniformed outriders, preceded the three cars as the’ 
made their way towards the exit. The crowd waved am 
cheered lustily as the motorcade began its.short joume’ 
to Government House. So successful had Ted's televisioi 
appearance the previous evening been that the ten-mil< 
route was lined with well-wishers. 

As they approached the open gates two policemei 
sprang to attention and saluted as the leading ca; 
passed through. In the distance Ted could see a butler 
two under-butlers and several maids, all smartly clad 
standing on the steps awaiting their arrival. 'Damr 
it,' he almost said aloud as the car came to a halt ai 
the bottom of the steps. 'I don't know the butler'i 
name.' 

The car door was smartly opened by one of the under- 
butlers while the second supervised the unloading of the 
luggage from the boot. 
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The butler took a pace forward as Mountbatten 
stepped out of the car. 'Carruthers, m'lord/ he said, 
bowing. 'Welcome to the residence. If you would be 
kind enough to follow me, I will direct you to your 
quarters.' The Admiral, accompanied by the Governor 
and Lady Barker, climbed the steps into Government 
House and followed Carruthers up the main staircase. 

'Magnificent, these old government residences,' said 
Mountbatten as they reached the top of the stairs. Car- 
ruthers opened the door to the Queen Victoria Room 
and stood to one side, as if he had done so a thousand 
times before. 

'How charming,' said the Admiral, taking in the Gov- 
ernor's private suite. He walked over to the window 
and looked out onto the newly-mown lawn. 'How very 
pleasant. It reminds me of Broadlands, my home in 
Hampshire.' 

Lady Barker smiled at the compliment, but didn't 
allow herself to relax. 

Is there anything you require, m'lord?' asked Car- 
ruthers, as an under-butler began to supervise the 
unpacking of the cases. 

Hazel held her breath. 

No, 1 don t think so,' said Mountbatten. 'Everything 
looks just perfect.' 

Perhaps you'd care to join Hazel and me for tea in 

the drawing room when you're ready, sir,' suggested 
Ted. 

'How thoughtful of you,' said the Admiral. 'I'll be 
down in about thirty minutes, if I may.' 
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The Governor and his wife left the room, closing the 
door quietly behind them. 

T think he suspects something,' whispered Hazel as 
they tiptoed down the staircase. 

'You may be right,' said Ted, placing his plumed hat 
on the stand in the hall, 'but that's all the more reason 
to check we haven't forgotten anything. I'll start with 
the dining room. You ought to go and see how Mrs 
Travis is getting on in the kitchen.' 

When Hazel entered the kitchen she found Mrs Travis 
preparing the vegetables, and one of the maids peeling 
a mound of potatoes. She thanked Mrs Travis for taking 
over at such short notice, and admitted she had never 
seen the kitchen so full of exotic foods, or the surfaces 
so immaculately clean. Even the floor was spotless. 
Realising that her presence was superfluous. Hazel 
joined her husband in the dining room, where she found 
him admiring the expertise of the second under-butler, 
who was laying out the place settings for that evening, 
as a maid folded napkins to look like swans. 

'So far, so good,' said Hazel. They left the dining 
room and entered the drawing room, where Ted paced 
up and down, trying to think if there was anything he 
had forgotten while they waited for the great man to 
join them for tea. 

A few minutes later, Mouhtbatten walked in. He was 
no longer dressed in his Admiral's uniform, but had 
changed into a dark grey double-breasted suit. 

, 'Damn it,' thought Ted, immediately aware of what 
he'd forgotten to do. 
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Hazel rose to greet her guest, and guided him to a 

large, comfortable chair. ... ^ 

'I must say. Lady Barker, your butler is a spleiidid 

chap,' said Mountbatten. 'He ev'en knCT/ the brand ot 
whisky I prefer. How long have you had him?' 

'Not very long,' admitted Hazel. 

'Well, if he ever wants a job in En^and, don t hesitate 
to let me know - though I'm bound to say, you'd be a 
fool to part with him,' he added, as a maid came in 
carrying a beautiful Wedgwood tea service that Hazel 
had never set eyes on before. 

'Earl Grey, if 1 remember correctly,' said Hazel. 

'What a memory you have. Lady Barker,' said the 
Admiral, as the maid began to pour. 

'Thank God for the Foreign Office briefing,' Hazel 
thought, as she accepted the compliment with a 
smile. 

'And how did the Conference go, sir?' asked Ted, as 
he dropped a lump of sugar - the one thing he felt might 
be their own - into his cup of tea. 

'For the British, quite well,' said Mountbatten. 'But 
it would have gone better if the French hadn't been up 
to their usual tricks. Giscard seems to regard himself as 
a cross between Charlemagne and Joan of Arc.' His hosts 
laughed politely. 'No, the real problem we're facing at 
the moment, Ted, is quite simply . . .' 

By the time Mountbatten had dealt with the outcome 
of the summit, given his undiluted views of James Calla- 
ghan and Ted Heath, covered the problem of finding a 
wife for Prince Charles and mulled over the long-term 
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repercussions of Watergate, it was almost time for him 
to change. 

'Are we dressing for dinner?' 

'Yes, sir - if that meets with your approval.' 

'Full decorations?' Mountbatten asked, sounding 
hopeful. 

'I thought that would be appropriate, sir,' replied Ted, 
remembering the Foreign Office's advice about the 
Admiral's liking for dressing up at the slightest oppor- 
tunity. 

Mountbatten smiled as Carruthers appeared silently 
at the door. Ted raised an eyebrow. 

'I have laid out the full dress uniform, m'lord. I took 
the liberty of pressing the trousers. The bedroom maid 
is drawing a bath for you.' 

Mountbatten smiled. 'Thank you,' he said as he rose 
from his chair. 'Such a splendid tea,' he added turning 
to face his hostess. 'And such wonderful staff. Hazel, I 
don't know how you do it. ' 

'Thank you, sir,' said Hazel, trying not to blush. 

'What time would you like me to come down for 
dinner, Ted?' Mountbatten asked. 

'The first guests should be arriving for drinks at about 
7.30, sir. We were hoping to serve dinner at eight, if 
that's convenient for you.' 

'Couldn't be better,' declared Mountbatten^ 'How 
many are you expecting?' 

'Around sixty, sir. You'll find a guest list on your 
bedside table. Perhaps Hazel and I could come and fetch 
you at 7.50?' 
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stairs. Ted nearly barged straight into Mountbatten's 
room, but remembered just in time. 

The Governor rather liked his dark blue doeskin uni- 
form with the scarlet collar and cuffs. He was admiring 
the ensemble in the mirror when Hazel entered the room 
in a pink Hardy Amies outfit, which she had originally 
thought a waste of money because she never expected 
it to be given a proper outing. 

' Men are so vain, *' she remarked as her husband con- 
tinued to inspect himself in the mirror. 'You do realise 
you're only meant to wear that in winter.' 

'I am well aware of that,' said Ted peevishly, 'but 
it's the only other uniform I've got. In any case, I bet 
Mountbatten will outdo us both.' He flicked a piece of 
fluff from his trousers, which he had just finished 
pressing. 

The Governor and his wife left the Nelson Room and 
walked down the main staircase just before 7.20, to find 
yet another under-butler stationed by the front door, 
and two more maids standing opposite him carrying sil- 
ver trays laden with glasses of champagne. Hazel intro- 
duced herself to the three of them, and again checked 
the flowers in the entrance hall. 

As 7.30 struck on the long-case clock in the lobby the 
first guest walked in. 

'Henry,' said the Governor. 'Lovely to see you. Thank 
you so much for the use of the Rolls. And Bill, come to 
that,' he added in a stage whisper. 

'My pleasure. Your Excellency,' Henry Bendall 
replied. 'I must say, I like the uniform.' 


208 



SHOESHINE BOY 

Lady Cuthbert came bustling through the front door, 
'Can't stop/ she said. 'Ignore me. ]ust pretend I'm not 

'Dotty, I simply don't know what we would have done 
wthout you,' Hazel said, chasing after her aaoss the 
hall. 

'Delighted to lend a hand,' said Lady Cuthbert. 1 
thought I'd come bang on time, so I could spend a few 
minutes in the kitchen with Mrs Travis. By the way, 
Benson is standing out in the drive, ready to rush home 
if you find you're still short of anything.' 

'You are a saint. Dotty. I'll take you through . . 

'No, don't worry,' said Lady Cuthbert. 'I know my 
way around. You just carry on greeting your guests.' 

'Good evening, Mr Mayor,' said Ted, as Lady Cuth- 
bert disappeared in the direction of the kitchen. 

'Good evening. Your Excellency. How kind of you to 
invite us to such an auspicious occasion.' 

'And what a lovely dress, Mrs )anson/ said the 
Governor. 

'Thank you. Your Excellency/ said the Mayor's wife. 
'Would you care for a glass of champagne?' said Hazel 
as she arrived back at her husband's side. 

By 7.45 most of the guests had arrived, and Ted was 
chatting to Mick Flaherty when Hazel touched him. on 
the elbow. He glanced towards her. 

1 think we should go and fetch him now,' she 
whispered. 

Ted nodded, and asked the Chief Justice to take over 
the welcoming of the guests. They wove a path through 
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the chattering throng, and climbed the great staircase. 
When they reached the door of the Queen Victoria 
Room, they paused and looked at each other. 

Ted checked his watch - 7.50. He leaned forward and 
gave a gentle tap. Carruthers immediately opened the 
door to reveal Mountbatten atured in his third outfit of 
the day; full ceremonial uniform of an Admiral of the 
Fleet, three stars, a gold and blue sash and eight rows 
of campaign decorations, 

'Good evening. Your Excellency,' said Mountbatten. 

'Good evening, sir,' said the Governor, star struck. 

The Admiral took three paces forward and came to a 
halt at the top of the staircase. He stood to attention. 
Ted and Hazel waited on either side of him. As he didn't 
move, they didn't. 

Carruthers proceeded slowly down the stairs in front 
of them, stopping on the third step. He cleared his throat 
and waited for the assembled guests to fall silent. 

'Your Excellency, Prime Minister, Mr Mayor, ladies 
and gentlemen,' he announced. 'The Right Honourable 
the Earl Mountbatten of Burma.' 

Mountbatten descended the stairs slowly as the wait- 
ing guests applauded politely. As he passed Carruthers, 
the butler gave a deep bow. The Governor, with Hazel 
on his arm, followed two paces behind. 

'He must know,' whispered Hazel. 

'You may be right. But does he know we know?' said 
Ted. 

Mountbatten moved deftly around the room, as Ted 
introduced him to each of the guests in turn. They bowed 
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and curtsied, listening attentively to the few words the 
Admiral had to say to them. The one exception was Mick 
Flaherty, who didn't stop talking, and remained more 
upright than Ted had ever seen him before. 

At eight o'clock one of the under-butlers banged a 
gong, which until then neither the Governor nor his 
wife had even realised existed. As the sound died away, 
Carruthers announced, 'My Lord, Your Excellency, 
Prime Minister, Mr Mayor, ladies and gentlemen, 
dinner is served.' 

if there was a better cook on St George's than Mrs 
Travis, no one at the top table had ever been fed by her, 
and that evening she had excelled herself. 

Mountbatten chatted and smiled, making no secret of 
how much he was enjoying himself. He spent a long 
time talking to Lady Cuthbert, whose husband had 
served under him at Portsmouth, and to Mick Flaherty, 
to whom he listened with polite interest. 

Each course surpassed the one before: souffle, fol- 
lowed by lamb cutlets, and an apricot hazelnut meringue 
to complete the feast. Mountbatten remarked on every 
one of the wines, and even called for a second glass of 
port. 

After dinner, he joined the guests for coffee in the 
drawing room, and managed to have a word with every- 
one, even though Colonel Hodges tried to buttonhole 
him about defence cuts. 

The guests began to leave a few minutes before mid- 
night, and Ted was amused to see that when Mick 
Flaherty bade farewell to the Admiral, he bowed low and 
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said, 'Good night, My Lord. It has been an honour to 
meet you.' 

Dotty was among the last to depart, and she curtsied 
low to the guest of honour. 'You've helped to make this 
such a pleasant evening, Lady Cuthbert,' Mountbatten 
told her. 

'If you only knew just how much,' thought Hazel. 

After the under-butler had closed the door on the 
last guest, Mountbatten turned to his hostess and said, 
'Hazel, I must thank you for a truly memorable 
occasion. The head chef at the Savoy couldn't have pro- 
duced a finer banquet. Perfect in every part.' ' 

'You are very kind, sir. I will pass your thanks on to 
the staff.' She just stopped herself from saying 'my 
staff'. 'Is there anything else we can do for you before 
you retire?' 

'No, thank you,' Mountbatten replied. 'It has been 
a long day, and with your permission, I'll turn in 
now.' 

'And at what time would you like breakfast, sir?' asked 
the Governor. 

'Would 7.30 be convenient?' Mountbatten asked. 
'That will give me time to fly out at nine.' 

'Certainly,' said Ted. 'I'll see that Carruthers brings 
a light breakfast up to your room at 7.30 - unless you'd 
like something cooked.' 

'A light breakfast will be just the thing,' Mountbatten 
said. 'A perfect evening. Your staff could not have done 
more. Hazel. Good night, and thank you, my dear.' 

The Governor bowed and his lady curtsied as the great 
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lan ascended the staircase two paces behind Camithers. 
\/hen the butler closed the door of the Queen Victoria 
oom, Ted put his arm around his wife and said, 'He 
nows we know.' 

'You may be right,' said Hazel. 'But does he know we 
now he knows?' 

'I'll have to think about that,' said Ted. 

Arm in arm, they returned to the kitchen, where 
hey found Mrs Travis packing dishes into a crate 
inder the supervision of Lady Cuthbert, the long lace 
leeves of whose evening dress were now firmly rolled 

ip. 

'How did you get back in. Dotty?' asked Hazel. 

'Just walked round to the back yard and came in the 
iervants' entrance,' replied Lady Cuthbert. 

'Did you spot anything that went badly wrong?' Hazel 
isked anxiously. 

'I don't think so,' replied Lady Cuthbert. 'Not unless 
/ou count Mick Flaherty failing to get a fourth glass of 
Muscat de Venise.' 

'Mrs Travis,' said Ted, 'the head chef at the Savoy 
couldn't have produced a finer banquet. Perfect in every 
part. I do no more than repeat Lord Mountbatten's exact 
words.' 

'Thank you, Your Excellency,' said Mrs Travis. 'He's 
got a big appetite, hasn't he?' she added with a smile. 

A moment later, Carruthers entered the kitchen. He 
checked round the room, which was spotless once again, 
then turned to Ted and said, 'With your permission, sir, 
we will take our leave.' 
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'Of course,' said the Governor. 'And may I thank you, 
Carruthers, for the role you and your amazing team 
have played. You all did a superb job. Lord Mountbatten 
never stopped remarking on it.' 

'His Lordship is most kind, sir. At what time would 
you like us to return in the morning to prepare and 
serve his breakfast?' 

'Well, he asked for a light breakfast in his room at 
7 - 30 -' 

'Then we will be back by 6.30,' said Carruthers. 

Hazel opened the kitchen door to let them all out, and 
they humped crates full of crockery and baskets full of 
food to the waiting cars. The last person to leave was 
Dotty, who was clutching the silver pheasant. Hazel 
kissed her on both cheeks as she departed. 

'1 don't know how you feel, but I'm exhausted,' said 
Ted, bolting the kitchen door. 

Hazel checked her watch. It was seventeen minutes 
past one. 

'Shattered,' she admitted. 'So, let's try and grab 
some sleep, because we'll also have to be up by seven to 
make sure everything is ready before he leaves for the 
airport.' 

Ted put his arm back around his wife's waist. 'A per- 
sonal triumph for you, my dear.' 

They strolled into the hall and wearily began to climb 
the stairs, but didn't utter another word, for fear of 
disturbing their guest's repose. When they reached the 
landing, they came to an abrupt halt, and stared down 
in horror at the sight that greeted them. Three pairs of 
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The Queen had one further question: 'Do you think 
the Governor knew you knew?' 

'I can't be certain, Lillibet,' replied Mountbatten after 
some thought. 'But I intend to leave him in no doubt 
that I did.' 


The Foreign Secretary laughed uproariously when he 
read Mountbatten's report, and appended a note to the 
last sheet asking for clarification on two points: 


(a) How can you be certain that the staff who served 
dinner were not part of the Governor's 
entourage? 

(b) Do you think Sir Ted knew that you knew? 

The Admiral replied by return: 

(a) After dinner, one of the maids asked Lady Barker 
if she took sugar in her coffee, but a moment 
later she gave Lady Cuthbert two lumps, 
without needing to ask. 

(b) Possibly not. But he certainly will on Christmas 

Day. ' 

Sir Ted was pleased to receive a Christmas card from 
Lord Mountbatten, signed, 'Best wishes, Dickie. Thank 
you for a memorable stay.' It was accompanied by a gift. 


SHOESHINE BOY 


Hazel unwrapped the little parcel to discover a tin of 
Cherry Blossom shoe polish (black). Her only comment 
was, 'So now we know he knew.' 

'Agreed,' said Ted with a grin. 'But did he know we 
knew he knew? That's what I'd like to know.' 



YOU'LL NEVER LIVE 
TO REGRET IT 






so it was agreed: david would 
cave everything to Pat. If one of them had to die, at 
east the other would be financially secure for the rest 
)f their life. David felt it was the least he could do for 
iomeone whoM stood by him for so many years, especi- 
ally as he was the one who had been unfaithful. 

They had known each other almost all their lives, 
because their parents had been close friends for as long 
as either of them could remember. Both families had 
hoped David might end up marrying Pat's sister Ruth, 
and they were unable to hide their surprise - and in 
Pat's father's case his disapproval - when the two of 
them started living together, especially as Pat was three 
years older than David. 

For some time David had been putting it off and hop- 
ing for a miracle cure, despite a pushy insurance broker 
from Geneva Life called Marvin Roebuck who had been 
pressing him to 'take a meeting' for the past nine 
months. On the first Monday of the tenth month he 
phoned again, and this time David reluctantly agreed to 
sec him. He chose a date when he knew Pat would be 
on night duty at the hotel, and asked Roebuck to come 
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round to their apartment - that way, he felt, it woul 
look as if it was the broker who had done the chasing 

David was watering the scarlet c/«pea harengus o 
the hall table when Marvin Roebuck pressed the buzz< 
on the front door. Once he had poured his visitor 
Budweiser, David told him he had every type t 
insurance he could possibly need: theft, accident, ca 
property, health, even holiday. 

'But what about life?' asked Marvin, licking his lips 

'That's one I don't need,' said David. 'I earn a goo 
salary, I have more than enough security, and on top c 
that, my parents will leave everything to me.' 

'But wouldn't it be prudent to have a lump sum tha 
comes to you automatically on your sixtieth or sixty 
fifth birthday?' asked Marvin, as he continued to pusl 
at a door that he had no way of knowing was alread; 
wide open. 'After all, you can never be sure what disaste 
might lie around the corner.' 

David knew exactly what disaster lay around thi 
comer, but he still innocently asked, 'What sort of figun 
are you talking about?' 

'Well, that would depend on how much you are cur 
rently earning,' said Marvin. 

'$120,000 a year,' said David, trying to sound casual 
as it was almost double his real income. Marvin was 
obviously impressed, and David remained silent as h« 
carried out some rapid calculations in his head. 

'Well,' said Marvin eventually, 'I'd suggest half a mil- 
lion dollars - as a ballpark figure. After all,' he added 
quickly running a finger down a page of actuarial tables 
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he had extracted from his aluminium briekase, 'you're 
only twenty-seven, so the payments woul e we 
within your means. In fact, you might even consider a 
larger sum if you're confident your income will continue 

to rise over the next few years. 

'It has done every year for the past seven,' said David, 

this time truthfully. 

'What kind of business are you in, my friend?' asked 
Marvin. 

'Stocks and bonds,' replied David, not offering any 
details of the small firm he worked for, or the junior 
position he held. 

Marvin licked his lips again, even though they had 
told him not to do so on countless refresher courses, 
especially when going in for the kill. 

'So, what amount do you think 1 should go for?' asked 
David, continuing to make sure it was always Marvin 
who took the lead. 

'Well, a million is comfortably within your credit 
range,' said Marvin, once again checking his little book 
of tables. 'The monthly payments might seem a bit steep 
to begin with, but as the years go by, what with inflation 
and your continual salary increases, you can expect that 
in time they will become almost insignificant.' 

'How much would I have to pay each month to end 
up getting a million? asked David, attempting to give 
the impression he might have been hooked. 

'Assuming we select your sixtieth birthday for termin- 
ating the contract, a little over a thousand dollars a 
month,' said Marvin, trying to make it sound a mere 
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pittance. 'And don't forget, sixty per cent, of it is tax 
deductible, so in real terms you'll only be paying around 
fifteen dollars a day, while you end up getting a million, 
just at the time when you most need it. And by the 
way, that one thousand is constant, it never goes up. 
In fact it's inflation-proof.' He let out a dreadful shrill 
laugh. 

'But would I still receive the full sum, whatever hap- 
pens to the market?' 

'One million dollars on your sixtieth birthday,' con- 
firmed Marvin, 'whatever happens, short of the world 
coming to an end. Even I can't vmte a policy for that,' 
he said, letting out another shrill laugh. ^However, my 
friend, if unhappily you were to die before your sixtieth 
birthday - which God forbid - your dependants would 
receive the full' amount immediately.' 

'1 don't have any dependants,' said David, trying to 
look bored. 

'There must be someone you care about,' said Marvin. 
'A good-looldng guy like you.' 

'Why don't you leave the forms with me, Mr Roe- 
buck, and I'll think about it over the weekend. I promise 
I'll get back to you.' 

Marvin looked disappointed. He didn't need a 
refresher course to be told that you're supposed to nail 
the client to the wall at the first meeting, not let them 
get away, because that only gave them time to think 
things over. His lips felt dry. 

Pat returned from the evening shift in the early hours 
of the morning, but David had stayed awake so he could 


2Z4 



you'll never live to regret it 

go 0,er what had happened at the meetiltg with Marm- 
Pat was apprehensive and uncertain about the p an, 
David had always taken care of any problems they had 
had in the past, especially financial ones, and Pat wasn t 
sure how it would all work out once David was no longer 
around to give his advice. Thank God it was David who d 
had to deal with Marvm - Pat couldn't even say no to 
a door-to-door brush salesman. 

'So, what do we do next?' asked Pat. 


'Wait.' 

'But you promised Marvin you'd get back to him.' 

'I know, but I have absolutely no intention of doing 
so,' said David, placing his arm round Pat's shoulder. 
'Vd bet a hundred dollars on Marvin phoning me first 
thing on Monday morning. And don't forget, I still need 
it to look as if he's the one who's doing the pushing.' 

As they climbed into bed, Pat felt an attack of asthma 
coming on, and decided now was not the time to ask 
David to go over the details again. After all, as David 
had explained again and again, there would never be any 
need for Pat to meet Marvin. 

Marvin phoned at 8.30 on Monday morning. 

Hoped to catch you before you went off to sell those 
stocks and bonds,' he said. 'Have you come to a 
decision?' 


. Yes, 1 have,' said David. 'I discussed the whole idea 
Mth my mother over the weekend, and she thinks I 
s ould go for the million, because five hundred thousand 
may not turn out to be such a large sum of money bi 
the time I reach sixty.' . - : 
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Marvin was glad that David couldn't see him licking 
his lips. 'Your mother's obviously a shrewd woman/ 
was his only comment. 

'Can I leave you to handle all the paperwork?' asked 
David, trying to sound as if he didn't want to deal with 
any of the details. 

'You bet,' said Marvin. 'Don't even think about it, 
my friend. Just leave all that hassle to me. I know you've 
made the right decision, David. I promise you, you'll 
never live to regret it.' 

The following day, Marvin phoned again to say that 
the paperwork had been completed, and all that was now 
required was for David to have a medical - 'routine' was 
the word he kept repeating. But because of the size of 
the sum insured, it would have to be with the company's 
doctor in New York. 

David made a fuss about having to travel to New York, 
adding that perhaps he'd made the wrong decision, but 
after more pleading from Marvin, mixed with some 
unctuous persuasion, he finally gave in. 

Marvin brought all the forms round to the apartment 
the following evening after Pat had left for work. 

David scribbled his signature on three separate docu- 
ments between two pencilled crosses. His final act was 
to print Pat's name in a little box Marvin had indicated 
with his stubby finger. 'As your sole dependant/ the 
broker explained, 'should you pass away before i Sep- 
tember 2027 — God forbid. Are you married to Pat?' 

'No, we just live together,' replied David. 

After a few more 'my friends' and even more 'you'll 
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clutching the forms. ^ 

'All you have to do now is keep your nerve, David 

told Pat once he had confirmed that the paperwork had 
been completed. 'Just remember, no one knows me as 
well as you do, and once it's all over, you'll collect a 
million dollars.' 

When they eventually went to bed that night, Pat 
desperately wanted to make love to David, but they both 
accepted it was no longer possible. 

The two of them travelled down to New York together 
the following Monday to keep the appointment David 
had made with Geneva Life's senior medical consultant. 
They parted a block away from the insurance company's 
head office, as they didn't want to run the risk of being 
seen together. They hugged each other once again, but 
as they parted David was still worried about whether 
Pat would be able to go through with it. 

A couple of minutes before twelve, he arrived at the 
surgery. A young woman in a long white coat smiled 
up at him from behind her desk. 

'Good morning,' he said. 'My name is David Kravits. 

I have an appointment with Dr Royston.' 

'Oh, yes, Mr Kravits,' said the nurse. 'Dr Royston is 
expecting you. Please follow me.' She led him down a 
long, bleak corridor to the last room on the left. A small 
brass plaque read 'Dr Royston'. She knocked, opened 
. the door and said, 'Mr Kravits, doctor.' 

Dr Royston turned out to be a short, elderly man v/ith 
on y a ew strands of hair left on his shiny sunburnt 
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head. He wore hom-rimmed spectacles, and had a look 
on his face which suggested that his own life insurance 
policy might not be far from reaching maturity. He rose 
from his chair, shook his patient by the hand and said, 
'It's for a life insurance policy, if 1 remember correctly.' 

'Yes, that's right.' 

'Shouldn't take us too long, Mr Kravits. Fairly rou- 
tine, but the company does like to be sure you're fit and 
well if they're going to be liable for such a large amount 
of money. Do have a seat,' he said, pointing to the other 
side of his desk. 

'1 thought the sum was far too high myself. I would 
have been happy to settle for half a million, but the 
broker was very persuasive . . .' 

'Any serious illness during the past ten years?' the 
doaor asked, obviously not interested in the broker's 
views. 

'No. The occasional cold, but nothing I'd describe as 
serious,' he replied. 

'Good. And in your immediate family, any history of 
heart attacks, cancer, liver complaints?' 

'Not that I'm aware of.' 

'Father still alive?' 

'Very much so.' 

'And he's fit and well?' 

'Jogs every morning, and pumps weights in the local 
gym at the weekend.' 

'And your mother?' 

'Doesn't do either, but 1 wouldn't be surprised if she 
outlives him comfortably.' 
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The doctor laughed. 'Any of your grandparents still 

living?' ^ . 

'All except one. My dad's father died two years ago.' 

'Do you know the cause of death?' 

'He just passed away, I think. At least, that was how 
the priest described it at his funeral.' 

'And how old was he?' the doctor asked. 'Do you 
remember?' 

'Eighty-one, eighty-two.' 

'Good,' repeated Dr Royston, ticking another little box 
on the form in front of him. 'Have you ever suffered 
from any of these?' he asked, holding up a clipboard in 
front of him. The list began with arthritis, and ended 
eighteen lines later with tuberculosis. 

He ran an eye slowly down the long list before reply- 
ing. 'No, none of them,' was all he said, not admitting 
to asthma on this occasion. 

'Do you smoke?' 

'Never.' 

'Drink?' 

'Socially - I enjoy the occasional glass of wine with 
dinner, but I never drink spirits.' 

'Excellent,' said the doctor and ticked the last of the 
little boxes. 'Now, let's check your height and weight. 
Come over here, please, Mr Kravits, and climb onto 
these scales.' 

The doctor had to stand on his toes in order to push 
the wooden marker up until it was flat across his patient's 
head. Six feet one inch,' he declared, then looked down 
at the weighing machine, and flicked the little weight 
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across until it just balanced; 'A hundred and seventy- 
nine pounds. Not bad.' He filled in two more lines of 
his report. 'Perhaps just a little overweight. 

'Now I need a urine sample, Mr Kravits. If you would 
. be kind enough to take this plastic container next door, 
fill it about halfway up, leave it on the ledge when you've 
finished, and then come back to me. ' 

The doctor wrote out some more notes while his 
patient left the room. He returned a few moments later. 
'I've left the container on the ledge,' was all he said. 
'Good. The next thing 1 need is a blood sample. Could 
you roll up your right sleeve?' The doctor placed a rubber 
pad around his right bicep and pumped until the veins 
stood out clearly. 'A tiny prick,' he said. 'You'll hardly 
feel a thing.' The needle went in, and he turned away 
as the doctor drew his blood. Dr Royston cleaned the 
wound and fixed a small circular plaster over the broken 
' ;in. The doctor then bent over and placed a cold stetho- 
ope on different parts of the patient's chest, occasion- 
ly asking him to breathe in and out. 

'Good,' he kept repeating. Finally he said, 'That just 
>out wraps it up, Mr Kravits. You'll need to spend a 
w minutes down the corridor with Dr Harvey, so she 
m take a chest x-ray, and have some fun with her 
ectric pads, but after that you'll be through, and you 
in go home to' - he checked his pad - 'New Jersey, 
he company will be in touch in a few days, as soon as 
e've had the results.' 

'Thank you. Dr Royston,' he said as he buttoned up 
IS shirt. The doctor pressed a buzzer bn his desk and 
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the nurse reappeared and led him to another room, with 
a plaque on the door that read 'Dr Mary Harvey . Dr 
Harvey, a smartly-dressed middle-aged woman with her 
grey hair cropped short, was waiting for him. She smiled 
at the tall, handsome man and asked him to take off his 
shirt again and to step up onto the platform and stand 
in front of the x-ray unit. 

'Place your arms behind your hack and breathe in. 
Thank you.' Next she asked him to lie down on the bed 
in the comer of the room. She leaned over his chest, 
smeared blodges of paste on his skin and fixed little pads 
to them. While he stared up at the white ceiling she 
flicked a switch and concentrated on a tiny television 
screen on the comer of her desk. Her expression gave 
nothing away. 

After she had removed the paste with a damp flannel 
she said, 'You can put your shirt back on, Mr Kravits. 
You are now free to leave.' 

Once he was fully dressed, the young man hurried 
out of the building and down the steps, and ran' all the 
way to the comer where they had parted. They hugged 
each other again. 

'Everything go all right?' 

1 think so,' he said. 'They told me Td be hearing from 

them in the next few days, once they've had the results 
of all their tests.' 


Thank God it hasn't been a problem for you.' 

‘1 only wish it wasn't for you.' ' • , 

'Don't let's even think about it,' said David, holdin 

tightly onto the one person he loved. . : 
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Marvin rang a week later to let David know that Dr 
Roystoh had given him a clean bill of health. All he had 
to do now was send the first instalment of $1100 to the 
insurance company. David posted a cheque off to Geneva 
Life the following morning. Thereafter his payments 
were made by wire transfer on the first day of each 
month. 

Nineteen days after the seventh payment had been 
cleared, David Kravits died of AIDS. 


Pat tried to remember the first thing he was meant to 
do once the will had been read. He was to contact a Mr 
Levy, David's lawyer, and leave everything in his hands. 
David had warned him not to become involved in any 
way himself. Let Levy, as his executor, make the claim 
from the insurance company, he had said, and then pass 
the money on to him. If in any doubt, say nothing, was 
the last piece of advice David had given Pat before he died. 

Ten days later, Pat received- a letter from a claims 
representative at Geneva Life requesting an interview 
with the beneficiary of the policy. Pat passed the letter 
straight to David's lawyer. Mr Levy wrote back agreeing 
to an interview, which would take place, at his client's 
request, at the offices of Levy, Goldberg and Levy in 
Manhattan. 

Ts there anything you haven't told me, Patrick?' Levy 
asked him a few minutes before the insurance company's 
claims representative was due to arrive. 'Because if there 
is, you'd better tell me now.' 
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■No, Mr Levy, there's nothing more to tell yon/ Pat 
plied, carrying out David's instructions to the letter. 
From the moment the meeting began, the representa- 
/e of Geneva Life, his eyes continually boring into 
It's bowed head, left Mr Levy in no doubt that he was 
)t happy about paying out on this particular daim. But 
iC lawyer stonewalled every question, strengthened by 
le knowledge that eight months before, v/hen rigorous 
sts had been taken, Geneva Life's doctors had found 
D sign of David's being HIV positive. 

Levy kept repeating, 'However much noise you make, 
our company will have to pay up in the end.' He added 
)T good measure, 'If I have not received the full amount 
ue to my client within thirty days, I will immediately 
\stigate proceedings against Geneva Life.' The claims 
epresentative asked Levy if he would consider a deal, 
evy glanced at Pat, who bowed his head even lower, 
nd replied, 'Certainly not.' 

Pat arrived back at the apartment two hours later, 
xhausted and depressed, fearing that an attack of 
sthma might be coming on. He tried to prepare some 
upper before he went to work, but everything seemed 
■o pointless without David. He was already wondering 
f-he should have agreed to a settlement. 

The phone rang only once during the evening. Pat 
mshed to pick it up, hoping it might be either his mother 
or his sister Ruth. It turned out to be Marvin, who 
bleated, 'I'm in real trouble, Pat. I'm probably going to 

lose my job over that policy I made out for your friend 
David.' 
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Pat said how sorry he was, but felt there was nothing 
he could do to help. 

'Yes, there is,' insisted Marvin. 'For a start, you could 
take out a policy yourself. That might just save my skin.' 

'I don't think that would be wise,' said Pat, wondering 
what David would have advised. 

'Surely David wouldn't have wanted to see me fired,' 
Marvin pleaded. 'Have mercy on me, my friend. I just 
can't afford another divorce.' 

'How much would it cost me?' asked Pat, desperate 
to find some way of getting Marvin off the line. 

'You're going to get a million dollars in cash,' Marvin 
almost shouted, ‘and you're asking me what it's going 
to cost? What's a thousand dollars a month to someone 
as rich as you?' 

'But I can't be sure that I am going to get the million,' 
Pat protested. 

'That's all been settled,' Marvin told him, his voice 
falling by several decibels. 'I'm not meant to let you 
know this, but you'll be receiving the cheque on the 
thirtieth of the month. The company know that your 
lawyer's got them by the balls . . , You wouldn't even 
have to make the first payment until after you'd received 
the million.' 

'All right,' said Pat, desperate to be rid of him. 'I'll 
do it, but not until I've received the cheque.' 

'Thank you, my friend. I'll drop round with the paper- 
work tomorrow night.' 

'No, that's not possible,' said Pat. 'I'm working nights 
this month. You'd better make it tomorrow afternoon.' 
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'You won't be worldng nights once you ve received 
lat cheque, my friend,' said Marvin, letting out one of 
is dreadful shrill laughs. 'Lucky man,' he added before 
e put the phone down. 

By the time Marvin came round to the apartment 
le following afternoon, Pat was already having second 
loughts. If he had to visit Dr Royston again, they would 
nmediately realise the truth. But once Marvin had 
ssured him that the medical could be with any doctor 
f his choice, and that the first payment would be post- 
ated, he caved in and signed all the forms between the 
encilled aosses, making Ruth his sole benefidary. He 
oped David would have approved of that dedsion, at 
;ast. 

'Thank you, my friend. I won't be bothering you 
igain,' promised Marvin. His final words as he closed 
he door behind him were, 'I promise you, you'll never 
ive to regret it.' 

Pat saw his doctor a week later. The examination 
lidn't take long, as Pat had recently had a complete 
:heck-up. On that occasion, as the doctor recalled, Pat 
had appeared quite nervous, and couldn't hide his relief 
when he'd phoned to give him the all-clear. 'Not much 
wrong with you, Patrick,' he said, 'apart from the 
asthma, which doesn't seem to be getting any worse.' 

Marvin called a week later to let Pat know that the 
doctor had given him a clean bill of health, and that he 
had held on to his job with Geneva Life. ■ 

'I'm pleased for you,' said Pat. 'But what about my 
cheque?' 
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'It will be paid out on the last day of the month. 
Only a matter of processing it now. Should be with you 
twenty-four hours before the first payment is due on 
your policy. Just like I said, you win both ways.' 

Pat rang David's lawyer on the last day of the month 
to ask if he had received the cheque from Geneva Life. 

'There was nothing in this morning's post,' Levy told 
him, 'but I'll phone the other side right now, in case it's 
already been issued and is on its way. If not. I'll start 
proceedings against them immediately.' 

Pat wondered if he should tell Levy that he had signed 
a cheque for $1100 which was due to be cleared the 
following day, and that he only just had sufficient funds 
in his account to cover it — certainly not enough to see 
him through until his next pay packet. All his surplus 
cash had gone to help with David's monthly payments 
to Geneva Life. He decided not to mention it. David had 
repeatedly told him that if he was in any doubt, he 
should say nothing. 

'I'll phone you at close of business tonight and let you 
know exactly what the position is,' said Levy. 

'No, that won't be possible,' said Pat. 'I'm on night 
duty all this week. In fact I have to leave for work right 
now. Perhaps you could call me first thing tomorrow 
morning?' 

'Will do,' promised the lawyer. 

When Pat returned home from work in the early . 
hours, he couldn't get to sleep. He tossed and turned, 
worrying how he would survive for the rest of the month 
if his cheque was presented to the bank that morning, 
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and he still hadn't received the million dollars fror 
Geneva Life. 

His phone rang at 9.31. Pat grabbed it, and wa 
relieved to hear Mr Levy's voice on the other end of th 
line. 

'Patrick, I had a call from Geneva Life yesterda 
evening while you were at work, and I must tell yo 
that you've broken Levy's golden rule.' 

'Levy's golden rule?' asked Pat, mystified. 

'Yes, Levy's golden rule. It's quite simple really,' Pa 
rick. By all means drop anything you like, on anyoi 
you like, but don't ever drop it all over your ov 
lawyer.' 

'I don't understand,' said Pat. 

'Your doctor has supplied Geneva Life with a samp 
of your blood and urine, and they just happen to 
identical to the ones' Dr Royston has in his laborato 
in the name of David Kravits.' 

Pat felt the blood draining from his head as 
realised the trick Marvin must have played on him, L 
heart began beating faster and faster. Suddenly his It 
gave way, and he collapsed on the floor, gasping i 
breath. 

'Did you hear me, Patrick?' asked Levy. 'Are you s 
there?' 

A paramedic team broke into the apartment twei 
minutes later, but, moments before they reached hi 
Pat had died of a heart attack brought on by a suffocati 
bout of asthma. 

Mr Levy did nothing until he was able to confirm w 
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Pat's bankers that his client's cheque for $iibo had been 
cleared by the insurance company. 

Nineteen months later Pat's sister Ruth received a 
payment of one million dollars from Geneva Life, but 
not until they had gone through a lengthy court battle 
with Levy, Goldberg and Levy. 

The jury finally accepted that Pat had died of natural 
causes, and that the insurance policy was in existence at 
the time of his death. 

I promise you, Marvin Roebuck lived to regret it. 



NEVER STOP 
ON THE MOTORWAY 




Diana had been hoping to get av/ay 
by five, so she could be at the farm in time for dinner. 
She tried not to show her true feelings when at 4.37 
her deputy, Phil Haskins, presented her with a complex 
twelve-page document that required the signature of a 
director before it could be sent out to the client. Haskins 
didn't hesitate to remind her that they had lost two 
similar contracts that week. 

It was always the same on a Friday. The phones would 
go quiet in the middle of the afternoon and then, just 
as she thought she could slip away, an authorisation 
would land on her desk. One glance at this particular 
document and Diana knew there would be no chance of 
escaping before six. 

The demands of being a single parent as well as. a 
director of a small but thriving City company meant 
there were few moments left in any day to relax, so 
when it came to the one weekend in four that James and 
Caroline spent with her ex-husband, Diana would try to 
leave the office a little earlier than usual to avoid getting 
snarled up in the weekend traffic. 

She read through the first page slowly and . 
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coi^irpF emendatioift;^t^re that any mistake made 
haltily.on a Ffidayjni gm^gld be regretted in the weeks 
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overvto 5.51. 

Diana, gathered’' ujj/her bag and walked purposefully 
towards the ddbfr^ropping the contract on Phil's desk 
without bothering to suggest that he have a good week- 
end. She suspected that the paperwork had been on his 
desk since nine o'clock that morning, but that holding 
it until 4.37 was his only means of revenge now that 
she had been made head of department. Once she was 
safely in the lift, she pressed the button for the basement 
carpark, calculating that the delay would probably add 
an extra hour to her journey. 

She stepped out of the lift, walked over to her Audi 
estate, unlocked the door and threw her bag onto the 
back seat. When she drove up onto the street the stream 
of twilight traffic was just about keeping pace with the 
pinstriped pedestrians who, like worker ants, were 
hurrying towards the nearest hole in the ground. - 

She flicked on the six o'clock news. The chimes of Big 
Ben rang out, before spokesmen from each of the three 
main political parties gave their views on the European 
election results. John Major was refusing to comment 
on his future. The Conservative Party's explanation for 
.its poor showing was that only thirty-six per cent of the 
country had bothered to go to the polls. Diana felt guilty 
— she was among the sixty-four per cent who had failed 
to register their vote. 


242 



NEVER STOP ON THE MOTORWAY 

The newscaster moved on to say that the situation in 
Bosnia remained desperate, and that the UN was threat- 
ening dire consequences if Radovan Karadzik and the 
Serbs didn't come to an agreement with the other war- 
ring parties. Diana's mind began to drift - such a threat 
was hardly news any longer. She suspected that if she 
turned on the radio in a year's time they would probably 
be repeating it word for word. 

As her car crawled round Russell Square, she began 
to think about the weekend ahead. It had been over a 
year since John had told her that he had met another 
woman and wanted a divorce. She still wondered why, 
after seven years of marriage, she hadn't been more 
shocked - or at least angry - at his betrayal. Since her 
appointment as a director, she had to admit they had 
spent less and less time together. And perhaps she had 
become anaesthetised by the fact that a third of the mar- 
ried couples in Britain vvere now divorced or separated. 
Her parents had been unable to hide their disappoint- 
ment, but then they had been married for forty-two 
years. 

The divorce had been amicable enough, as John, who 
earned less than she did — one of their problems, perhaps 
— had given in to most of her demands. She had kept 
the flat in Putney, the Audi estate and the children, to 
whom John was allowed access one weekend in four. 
He would have picked them up from school earlier that 
afternoon, and, as usual, he'd return them to the flat in 
Putney around seven on Sunday evening. 

Diana would go to almost any lengths to avoid being 
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eft on her own in Putney when they weren't around, 
md although she regularly grumbled about being landed 
with the responsibility of bringing up two children with- 
3ut a father, she missed them desperately the moment 
rhey were out of sight. 

She hadn't taken a lover and she didn't sleep around. 
None of the senior staff at the office had ever gone 
further than asking her out to lunch. Perhaps because 
anly three of them were unmarried - and not without 
reason. The one person she might have considered hav- 
ing a relationship with had made it abundantly clear that 
he only wanted to spend the night with her, not the 
days. 

In any case, Diana had decided long ago that if she 
was to be taken seriously as the company's first woman 
director, an office affair, however casual or short-lived, 
could only end in tears. Men are so yain, she thought. 
A woman only had to make one mistake and she was 
immediately labelled as promiscuous. Then every other 
man on the premises either smirks behind your back, or 
treats your thigh as an extension of the arm on his chair. 

Diana groaned as she came to a halt at yet another 
red light. In twenty minutes she hadn't covered more 
than a couple of miles. She opened the glove box on the 
passenger side and fumbled in the dark for a cassette. 
She found one and pressed it into the slot, hoping it 
would be Pavarotti, only to be greeted by the strident 
tones of Gloria Gaynor assuring her 'I will survive'. She 
smiled and thought about Daniel, as the light changed 
to green. 
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habit than to seek guidance, because she knew every 
yard of the road from her office to the farm. She tried 
to increase her speed, but it was quite impossible, as 
both lanes remained obstinately crowded. 

'Damn.' She had forgotten to get them a present, even 
a decent bottle of claret. 'Damn,' she repeated: Daniel 
and Rachael always did the giving. She began to wonder 
if she could pick something up on the way, then 
remembered there was nothing but service stations 
between here and the farm. She couldn't rum up with 
yet another box of chocolates they'd never eat. When 
she reached the roundabout that led onto the Ai, she 
managed to push the car over fifty for the first time. 
She began to relax, allowing her mind to drift with the 
music. ■ - ■ 

There was no warning. Although she immediately 
slammed her foot on the brakes, it was already too late. 
There was a dull thump from the front bumper, and a 
slight shudder rocked the car. 

A small black creature had shot across her path, and ■ 
despite her quick reactions, she hadn't been able to avoid 
hitting it. Diana swung onto the hard shoulder and 
screeched to a halt, wondering if the animal could poss- 
ibly have survived. She reversed slowly back to the spot 
where she thought she had hit it as the traffic roared 
past her. 

And then she saw it, lying on the grass verge — a cat 
that had crossed the road for the tenth time. She stepped 
out of the car, and walked towards the lifeless body. 
Suddenly Diana felt sick. She had two cats of her own. 
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ond she knew she would never be able to tell the children 
what she had done. She picked up the dead animal and 
laid it gently in the ditch by the roadside. 

'I'm so sorry/ she said, feeling a little silly. She gave 
it one last look before walking back to her car. Ironically, 
she had chosen the Audi for its safety features. 

She climbed back into the car and switched on the 
ignition to find Gloria Gaynor was still belting out 
her opinion of men. She turned her off, and tried to 
stop thinking about the cat as she waited for a gap in 
the traffic large enough to allow her to ease her way 
back into the slow lane. She eventually succeeded, 
but was still unable to erase the dead cat from her 
mind. 

Diana had accelerated up to fifty again when she sud- 
denly became aware of a pair of headlights shining 
through her rear windscreen. She put up her arm and 
waved in her rear-view mirror, but the lights continued 
to dazzle her. She slowed down to allow the vehicle to 
pass, but the driver showed no interest in doing so. Diana 
began to wonder if there was something wrong with her 
car. Was one of her lights not working? Was the exhaust 
billowing smoke? Was . . . 

She decided to speed up and put some distance 
between herself and the vehicle behind, but it remained 
within a few yards of her bumper. She tried to snatch 
a look at the driver in her rear-view mirror, but it was 
hard to sec much in the harshness of the lights. As her 
eyes became more accustomed to the glare, she could 
make out the silhouette of a large black van bearing 
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down on her, and what looked like a young man bchint 
the wheel. He seemed to be waving at her. 

Diana slowed down again as she approached the ncx 
roundabout, giving him every chance to overtake hei 
on the outside lane, but once again he didn't take th( 
opportunity, and just sat on her bumper, his headlight! 
still undimmed. She waited for a small gap in the traffic 
coming from her right. When one appeared she slnmmci 
her foot on the accelerator, shot across the roundabou 
and sped on up the Ai. 

She was rid of him at last. She was just beginning t( 
relax and to think about Sophie, who always waited uj 
so that she could read to her, when suddenly those higlv 
beam headlights were glaring through her rear wind- 
screen and blinding her once again. If anything, thej 
were even closer to her than before. 

She slowed down, he slowed down. She accelerated, 
he accelerated. She tried to think what she could do next, 
and began waving frantically at passing motorists as the) 
sped by, but they remained oblivious to her predicament, 
She tried to think of other ways she might alert some- 
one, and suddenly recalled that when she had joined th( 
board of the company they had suggested she have a cai 
phone fitted. Diana had decided it could wait until the 
car went in for its next service, which should have beer 
a fortnight ago. 

She brushed her hand across her forehead and 
removed a film of perspiration, thought for a moment, 
then manoeuvred her car into the fast lane. The van 
swung across after her, and hovered so close to hci 
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bumper that she became fearful that if she so much 
j5 touched her brakes she might unwittingly cause an 

enormous pile-up. 

Diana took the car up to ninety, but the van wouldn't 
be shaken off. She pushed her foot further down on the 
accelerator and touched a hundred, but it still remained 
\c5S than a car's length behind. 

She flicked her headlights onto high-bcam, turned on 
ber hazard lights and blasted her horn at anyone who 
dared to remain in her path. She could only hope that 
thepohee might see her, wave her onto the hard shoulder 
and book her for speeding. A fine would be infinitely 
preferable to a crash with a young tearaway, she 
thought, as the Audi estate passed a hundred and ten 
for the first time in its life. But the black van couldn't 


; shaken off- 

V^ithout warning, she swerved back into, the middle 
ane and took her foot off the accelerator, causing the 
van to draw level with her, which gave her a chance to 
looVatthe driver for the first time. He was wearing a 
hlackkather jacket and pointing menacingly at her. She 
shoohher fist at him and accelerated away, but he <irr>ph 
s^uagaaoss behind her like an Olympic runner deter- 
iraticinot to allow his rival to break clear, 

Mthenshe remembered, and felt kck a reand 

feMki night. 'Oh my God,' she s.cut.,. 
imor.ka flood, the details of ^ 

.ijlen place on the same road a few 
. Tuslinghck to her. A woman ha • 

,<■ lu\inr her throat cut with a knife 
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nd dumped in a ditch. For weeks there had been signs 
osted on the Ai appealing to passing motorists to phone 
certain number if they had any information that might 
ssist the police with their enquiries. The signs had now 
isappeared, but the police were still searching for the 
iller. Diana began to tremble as she remembered their 
earning to all woman drivers; 'Never stop oh the 
iiotorway', 

A few seconds later she saw a road sign she knew we” 
he had reached it far sooner than she had anticipated, 
hree miles she would have to leave the motorway f 
he sliproad that led to the farm. She began to pray tli 
f she took her usual turning, the black-jacketed m 
TOuld continue on up the Ai and she would finally 
id of him. 

Diana decided that the time had come for her to spe 
lim on his way. She swung back into the fast lane ai 
»nce again put her foot down on the accelerator. S 
cached a hundred miles per hour for the second tir 
IS she sped past the two-mile sign. Her body was nc 
:overed in sweat, and the speedometer touched a hu 
Ired and ten. She checked her rear- view mirror, but 
vas still right behind her. She would have to pick t 
;xact moment if she was to execute her plan successful! 
/Vith a mile to go, she began to look to her left, so 
o be sure her timing would be perfect. She no long 
leeded to check in her mirror to know that he wou 
till be there. 

The next signpost showed three diagonal white lin< 
varning her that she ought to be on the inside lane 
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she intended to leave the rnotorway at tne 
She kept the car in the outside lane at a : 
per hour until she spotted a large encugn g 
lines appeared by the roadside: Diana .•cr 
have only one chance to make her escme: 
the sign with a single white Erie cir n 
swung across the road at ninety zaiesrs- 
cars in the middle and inside lane? nr 
brakes and blast out their angrr ctnnrcn 
didn't care what they thought cf hs: hs: 
now travelling down the sEprtad nr sisn . 
van was sueedtnp on im A- 
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turning, so she had only a minute in which to make up 
her mind. 

With a hundred yards to go, she settled on the farm. 
Despite the unlit lane, she knew every twist and turn, 
and she felt confident that her pursuer wouldn't. Once 
she reached the farm she could be out of the car and 
inside the house long before he could catch her. In any 
case, once he saw the farmhouse, surely he would flee. 

The minute was up. Diana touched the brakes and 
skidded into a country road illuminated only by the 
moon. 

Diana banged the palms of her hands on the steering 
wheel. Had she made the wrong decision? She glanced 
up at her rear-view mirror. Had he given up? Of course 
he hadn't. The back of a Land Rover loomed up in front 
of her. Diana slowed down, waiting for a corner she 
knew well, where the road widened slightly. She held 
her breath, crashed into third gear, and overtook. Would 
a head-on collision be preferable to a cut throat? She 
rounded the bend and saw an empty road ahead of her. 
Once again she pressed her foot down, this time manag- 
ing to put a clear seventy, perhaps even a hundred, yards 
between her and her pursuer, but this only offered her 
a few moments' respite. Before long the familiar head- 
lights came bearing down on her once again. 

With each bend Diana was able to gain a little time 
as the van continued to lurch from side to side, 
unfamiliar with the road, but she never managed a clear 
break of more than a few seconds. She checked the mile- 
ometer. From the turn-off on the main road to the farm 
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it was just over five miles, and she must have covered 
about two by now. She began to watch each tenth of 
a mile clicking up, terrified at the thought of the van 
overtaking her and forcing her into the ditch. She stuck 
determinedly to the centre of the road. 

Another mile passed, and still he clung on to her. 
Suddenly she saw a car coming towards her. She 
switched her headlights to full beam and pressed on the 
horn. The other car retaliated by mimicking her actions, 
which caused her to slow down and brush against the 
hedgerow as they shot past each other. She checked the 
mileometer once again. Only two miles to go. 

Diana would slow down and then speed up at each 
familiar bend in the road, making sure the van was never 
given enough room to pull level with her. She tried to 
concentrate on what she should do once the farmhouse 
came into sight. She reckoned that the drive leading up 
to the house must be about half a mile long. It was full 
of potholes and bumps which Daniel had often explained 
he couldn't afford to have repaired. But at least it was 
only wde enough for one car. 

The gate to the driveway was usually left open for 
her, though on the odd rare occasion Daniel had forgot- 
ten, and she'd had to get out of the car and open it for 
herself. She couldn't risk that tonight. If the gate was 
closed, she would have to travel on to the next town 
and stop outside the Crimson Kipper, which was always 
crowded at this time on a Friday night, or, if she could 
find it, on the steps of the local police station. She 
checked her petrol gauge again. It was now touching 
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red. 'Oh my God/ she said, realising she might not have 
enough petrol to reach the town. 

She could only pray that Daniel had remembered to 
leave the gate open. 

She swerved out of the next bend and speeded up, but 
once again she managed to gain only a few yards, and 
she knew that within seconds he would be back in place. 
He was. For the next few hundred yards they remained 
within feet of each other, and she felt certain he must 
run into the back of her. She didn't once dare to touch 
her brakes - if they crashed in that lane, far from any 
, she would have no hope of getting away from him. 
le checked her mileometer. A mile to go. 
he gate must be open. It must be open,' she prayed, 
he swung round the next bend, she could make out 
)utline of the farmhouse in the distance. She almost 
imed with relief when she saw that the lights were 
1 the downstairs rooms. 

le shouted, 'Thank God!' then remembered the gate 
t, and changed her plea to 'Dear God, let it be open.' 
would know what needed to be done as soon as she 
i round the last bend. 'Let it be open, just this once,' 
pleaded. 'I'll never ask for anything again, ever.' 
swung round the final bend only inches ahead of 
)lack van. 'Please, please, please.' And then she saw 
>ate. 

was open. 

ZT clothes were now drenched in sweat. She slowed 
t, wrenched ihe gearbox into second, and threw the 
etween the gap and into the bumpy driveway, hit- 
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ting the gatepost on her right-hand side as she careered 
on up towards the house. The van didn't hesitate to 
follow her, and was still only inches behind as she 
straightened up. Diana kept her hand pressed down on 
the horn as the car bounced and lurched over the mounds 
and potholes. 

Flocks of startled crows flapped out of overhanging 
branches, screeching as they shot into the air. Diana 
began screaming, 'Daniel! Daniel!' Two hundred yards 
ahead of her, the porch light went on. 

Her headlights were now shining onto the front of 
the house, and her hand was still pressed on the horn. 
With a hundred yards to go, she spotted Daniel coming 
out of the front door, but she didn't slow down, and 
neither did the van behind her. With fifty yards to go 
she began flashing her lights at Daniel. She could now 
make out the puzzled, anxious expression on his face. 

With thirty yards to go she threw on her brakes. The 
heavy estate car skidded across the gravel in front of the 
house, coming to a halt in the flowerbed just below the 
kitchen window. She heard the screech of brakes behind 
her. The leather-jacketed man, unfamiliar with the ter- 
rain, had been unable to react quickly enough, and as 
soon as his wheels touched the gravelled forecourt he 
began to skid out of control. A second later the van came 
crashing into the back of her car, slamming it against 
the wall of the house and shattering the glass in the 
kitchen window. 

Diana leapt out of the car, screaming, 'Daniel! Get a 
gun, get a gun!' She pointed back at the van. 'That 
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bastard's been chasing me for the last twenty miles!' 

The man jumped out of the van and began limping 
towards them. Diana ran into the house. Daniel fol- 
lowed and grabbed a shotgun, normally reserved for rab- 
bits, that was leaning against the wall. He ran back 
outside to face the unwelcome visitor, who had come to 
a halt by the back of Diana's Audi. 

Daniel raised the shotgun to his shoulder and stared 
straight at him. 'Don't move or I'll shoot,' he said 
calmly. And then he remembered the gun wasn't loaded. 
Diana ducked back out of the house, but remained several 
yards behind him. 

'Not me! Not me!' shouted the leather-jacketed 
youth, as Rachael appeared in the doorway. 

'What's going on?' she asked nervously. 

'Ring for the police,' was all Daniel said, and his wife 
quickly disappeared back into the house. 

Dani^’ advanced towards the terrified-looking young 
man, the gun aimed squarely at his chest. 

'Not me! Not me!' he shouted again, pointing at the 
Audi. 'He's in the car!' He quickly turned to face Diana. 
'I saw him get in when you were parked on the hard 
shoulder. What else could I have done? You just 
wouldn't pull over.' 

Daniel advanced cautiously towards the rear door of 
the car and ordered the young man to open it slowly, 
while he kept the gun aimed at his chest. 

The youth opened the door, and quickly took a pace 
backwards. The three of them stared down at- a man 
crouched on the floor of the car. In his right hand he 
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held a long-bladed knife with a serrated edge. I 
swung the barrel of the gun down to point at hirr 
said nothing. 

The sound of a police siren could just be heard i 
distance. 






Sally summers won her schoo 
senior art prize at the age of fourteen. In her last h 
years at St Bride's the only serious competition was 
second place. When, in her final year, she was awan 
the top scholarship to the Slade School of Fine Art nt 
of her contemporaries was at all surprised. The he: 
mistress told the assembled parents on Speech Day tl 
she was confident Sally had a distinguished career ah< 
of her, and that her work would soon be exhibited 
one of London's major galleries. Sally was flattered 
all this unqualified praise, but still wasn't sure if she f 
any real talent. 

By the end of her first year at the Slade, the staff a 
senior students were already becoming aware of Salh 
work. Her drawing technique was regarded as qu: 
exceptional, and her brushwork became bolder with ea 
term. But, above all, it was the originality of her ide 
that caused other students to stop and stare at b 
canvases. 

In her final year, Sally won both the Mary Rischgit 
Prize for oil painting and the Henry Tonks Prize fo 
drawing; a rare double. They were presented to her b] 
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Sir Roger de Grey, the President of the Royal Academy, 
and Sally was among that tiny group who were spoken 
of as 'having a future'. But surely, she told her parents, 
that could be said of the top student in any year - and 
most of them ended up working in the creative depart- 
ments of advertising agencies, or teaching art to bored 
schoolchildren in far-flung parts of the kingdom. 

Once she had graduated, Sally had to dedde whether 
she too would apply for a job with an advertising agency, 
take up a teaching appointment, or risk everything and 
try to put together enough original work for a London 
gallery to consider her for a one-woman show. 

Her parents were convinced that their daughter had 
real talent, but what do parents know when you're their 
only child? thought Sally. Especially when one of them 
was a music teacher and the other an accountant who 
were the first to admit that they didn't know much about 
art, but they knew what they liked. Still, they seemed 
quite willing to support her for another year if she 
wanted (to use an expression of the young) to go for it. 

Sally was painfully aware that, although her parents 
were fairly comfortably off, another year in which she 
produced no income could only be a burden for them. 
After much soul-searching she told them, 'One year, 
and one year only. After that, if the paintings aren't 
good enough, or if no one shows any interest in 
exhibiting them. I'll be realistic and look for a proper 
job.' 

For the next six months Sally worked hours that she 
hadn't realised existed when she'd been a student. 
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During that time she produced a dozen canvases. She 
allowed no one to see them, for fear that her parents 
and friends would not be frank with her. She was deter- 
rriined to finish her portfolio and then listen only to 
the toughest opinions possible, those of the professional 
gallery owners, and, tougher still, those of the buying 
public. 

Sally had always been a voracious reader, and she 
continued to devour books and monographs on artists 
from Bellini to Hockney. The more she read, the more 
she became aware that however talented an artist might 
be, it was industry and dedication that ultimately marked 
out the few who succeeded from the many who failed. 
This inspired her to work still harder, and she began to 
turn down invitations to parties, dances, even weekends 
with old friends, making use of every spare moment 
to visit art galleries or to attend lectures on the great 
masters. 

By the eleventh month, Sally had completed twenty- 
seven works, but she still wasn't sure whether they dis- 
played any real talent. Nevertheless, she felt the time had 
finally come to allow others to pass, judgement on them. 

She looked long and hard at each of the twenty-seven 
paintings, and the following morning she packed six of 
them in a large canvas folder her parents had given her 
the previous Christmas, and joined the early-morning 
commuters on their journey from Sevenoaks into 
London. 

Sally began her quest in Cork Street, where she came 
across galleries exhibiting works by Bacon, Freud, 
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Hockney, Dunston and Chadwick. She felt overawed at 
the prospect of even entering their portals, let alone 
submitting her own humble work to the appraisal of 
their proprietors. She humped her canvas folder a couple 
of blocks north to Conduit Street, and in the windows 
she recognised the works of Jones, Campbell, Wczenski, 
Frink and Paolozzi. She became even more discouraged 
and unwilling to push open any of the galleries' front 
doors. 

Sally returned home that night exhausted, her canvas 
folder unopened. She understood for the first time how 
an author must feel after receiving a string of rejection 
slips. She was unable to sleep that night. But as she lay 
awake she came to the conclusion that she must know the 
truth about her work, even if it meant being humiliated. 

She joined the commuters again the following morn- 
ing, and this time headed for Duke Street, St James's. 
She didn't bother with the galleries exhibiting old 
masters, Dutch still lifes or English landscapes, and 
therefore walked straight past Johnny van Haeften and 
Rafael Vails. Halfway down the street she turned right, 
and finally came to a halt outside the Simon Bouchier 
Gallery, which was exhibiting the sculptures of the late 
Sydney Harpley and the paintings of Muriel Pemberton, 
whose obituary Sally had read in the Independent only 
a few days before. 

It was the thought of death that made Sally settle on 
the Bouchier Gallery. Perhaps they would be looking 
for someone young, she tried to convince herself, some- 
one who had a long career ahead of them. 
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She Stepped inside the gallery and found herself in a 
large, empty room, surrounded by Muriel Pemberton's 
watercolours. 'Can I help you?' asked a young woman 
who was sitting behind a desk near the window. 

'No, thank you,' Sally replied. 'I was just looking.' 

The girl eyed Sally's canvas folder, but said nothing. 
Sally decided she would do one circuit of the room, and 
then make good her escape. She began to circle the gal- 
lery, studying the pictures carefully. They were good, 
very good — but Sally believed she could do just as well, 
given time. She would have liked to see Muriel Pember- 
ton's work when she was her age. 

When Sally reached the far end of the gallery, she 
became aware of an office in which a short, balding man, 
wearing an old tweed jacket and corduroy trousers, was 
closely examining a picture. He looked about the same 
age as her father. Also studying the picture was another 
man, who caused Sally to stop in her tracks. He must 
have been a little over six foot, with those dark Italian 
looks that people normally only come across in glossy 
magazines; and he was old enough to be her brother. 

Was he Mr Bouchier? she wondered. She hoped so, 
because if he owned the gallery she might be able to 
summon up the courage to introduce herself to him, 
once the little man in the scruffy jacket had left. At that 
moment the young man looked up and gave her a huge 
grin. Sally turned quickly away and began to study the 
pictures on the far wall. 

She was wondering if it was worth hanging around 
any longer when the two men suddenly strolled out 
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of the office and began walking towards the door. 

She froze, pretending to concentrate on a portrait of 
a young girl in pastel blues and yellows, a picture that 
had a Matisse-like quality about it. 

'What's in there?' asked a cheeky voice. Sally turned 
round and came face to face with the two men. The 
smaller one was pointing at her canvas bag. 

'Just a few pictures,' Sally stammered. 'I'm an artist.' 

'Let's have a look,' said the man, 'and perhaps I can 
decide if you're an artist or not.' 

Sally hesitated. 

'Come on, come on,' he teased. 'I haven't got all day. 
As you can see, I have an important client to take to 
lunch,' he added, indicating the tall, well-dressed young 
man, who still hadn't spoken. 

'Oh, are you Mr Bouchier?' she asked, unable to hide 
her disappointment. 

'Yes. Now, am 1 going to be allowed to look at your 
pictures or not?' 

Sally quickly unzipped her canvas bag and laid out 
the six paintings on the floor. Both of the men bent down 
and studied them for some time before either offered an 
opinion. 

'Not bad,' said Bouchier eventually. 'Not bad at all. 
Leave them with me for a few days, and then let's meet 
again next week.' He paused. 'Say Monday, 11.30. And 
if you have any more examples of your recent work, 
bring them with you.' Sally was speechless. 'Can't see 
you before Monday,' he continued, 'because the RA's 
Summer Exhibition opens tomorrow. So for the next 
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few days I won't have a moment to spare. Now, if you'll 
excuse me . . .' 

The younger man was still examining Sally's pictures 
closely. At last he looked up at her. 'I'd like to buy the 
one of the interior with the black cat on the windowsill. 
How much is it?' 

'Well,' said Sally, 'I'm not sure . . .' 

'N.F.S.,' said Mr Bouchier firmly, guiding his client 
towards the door. 

'By the way,' the taller man said, turning back, 'I am 
Antonio Flavelli. My friends call me Tony.' But Mr 
Bouchier was already pushing him out onto the street. 

Sally returned home that afternoon \vith an empty 
canvas folder, and was prepared to admit to her parents 
that a London dealer had shown an interest in her work. 
But it was, she insisted, no more than an interest. 

The following morning Sally decided to go to the 
opening day of the Royal Academy Summer Exhibition, 
which would give her the chance to find out just how 
good her rivals were. For over an hour she stood in the 
long queue that stretched from the front door, right 
across the carpark and out onto the pavement. When 
she eventually reached the top of the wide staircase, she 
wished she was six feet six tall, so that she could see 
over the tops of the heads of the mass of people who 
were crowding every room. After a couple of hours 
strolling round the many galleries, Sally was confident 
that she was already good enough to enter a couple of 
her pictures for next year's exhibition. 

She stopped to admire a Craigie Aitchison of Christ 
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on the cross, and checked in her little blue catalogue to 
find out the price; ten thousand pounds, more than she 
could hope to earn if she were to sell every one of her 
canvases. Suddenly her concentration was broken, as a 
soft Italian voice behind her said, 'Hello, Sally.' She 
swung round to find Tony Flavelli smiling down at 
her. 

'Mr Flavelli,' she said. 

'Tony, please. You like Craigie Aitchison?' 

'He's superb,' Sally replied. 'I know his work well - 
I had the privilege of being taught by him when I was 
at the Slade.' 

'I can remember, not so long ago, when you could 
pick up an Aitchison for two, three hundred pounds at 
the most. Perhaps the same thing will happen to you 
one day. Have you seen anything else you think I ought 
to look at?' 

Sally was flattered to have her advice sought by a 
serious collector, and said, 'Yes, I think the sculpture of 
"Books on a Chair" by Julie Major is very striking. She 
has talent, and I'm sure she has a future.' 

'So do you,' said Tony. 

'Do you think so?' asked Sally. 

'It's not important what I think,' said Tony. 'But 
Simon Bouchier is convinced.' 

'Are you teasing me?' asked Sally. 

'No, Tm not, as you'll find out for yourself when you 
see him next Monday. He talked of little else over lunch 
yesterday — "The daring brushwork, the unusual use of 
colour, the originality of ideas." I thought he was never 
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going to Stop. Still, he's promised I can have "The 
Sleeping Cat that Never Moved" once you've both 
settled on a price.' 

Sally was speechless. 

'Good luck,' Tony said, turning to leave. 'Not that I 
think you need it.' He hesitated for a moment before 
swinging back to face her. 'By the way, are you going 
to the Hockney exhibition?' 

'I didn't even know there was one,' Sally confessed. 

'There's a private view this evening. Six to eight.' 
Looking straight into her eyes he said, 'Would you like 
to join me?' 

She hesitated, but only for a moment. 'That would 
be nice.' 

'Good, then why don't we meet in the Ritz Palm Court 
at 6.30.' Before Sally could tell him that she didn't know 
where the Ritz was, let alone its Palm Court, the tall, 
elegant man had disappeared into the crowd. 

Sally suddenly felt gauche and scruffy, but then, she 
hadn't dressed that morning with the Ritz in mind. She 
looked at her watch — 12.45 — and began to wonder if 
she had enough time to return home, change, and be 
back at the Ritz by 6.30. She decided that she didn't 
have much choice, as she doubted if they would let her 
into such a grand hotel dressed in jeans and a T-shirt of 
Munch's 'The Scream'. She ran down the wide staircase, 
out onto Piccadilly, and all the way to the nearest tube 
station. 

When she arrived back home in Sevenoaks — far earlier 
than her mother had expected - she rushed into the 
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kitchen and explained that she would be going out again 
shortly. 

'Was the Summer Exhibition any good?' her mother 
asked. 

'Not bad/ Sally replied as she ran upstairs. But once 
she was out of earshot she muttered under her breath, 
'Certainly didn't see a lot that worried me.' 

'Will you be in for supper?' asked her mother, sticking 
her head out from behind the kitchen door. 

'I don't think so,' shouted Sally. She disappeared into 
her bedroom and began flinging off her clothes before 
heading for the bathroom. 

She crept back downstairs an hour later, having tried 
on and rejected several outfits. She checked her dress in 
the hall mirror - a little too short, perhaps, but at least 
it showed her legs to best advantage. She could still 
remember those art students who during life classes had 
spent more time staring at her legs than at the model 
they were supposed to be drawing. She only hoped Tony 
would be similarly captivated. 

' 'Bye, Mum,' she shouted, and quickly closed the door 
behind her before her mother could see what she was 
wearing. 

Sally took the next train back to Charing Cross. She 
stepped on to the platform unwilling to admit to any 
passer-by that she had no idea where the Ritz was, so 
she hailed a taxi, praying she could get to the hotel for 
four pounds, because that was all she had on her. Her 
eyes remained fixed on the meter as it clicked past two 
pounds, and then three — far too quickly, she thought — 
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:hree pounds twenty, forty, sixty, eighty . . . She was 
iiist about to ask the cabbie to stop, so she could jump 
3ut and walk the rest of the way, when he drew in to 
the kerb. 

The door was immediately opened by a statuesque 
man dressed in a heavy blue trenchcoat who raised his 
top hat to her. Sally handed over her four pounds to the 
cabbie, feeling guilty about the measly twenty pence tip. 
She ran up the steps, through the revolving door and 
into the hotel foyer. She checked her watch: 6.10. She 
decided she had better go back outside, walk slowly 
around the block, and return a little later. But just as 
she reached the door, an elegant man in a long black 
coat approached her and asked, 'Can I help you, madam?' 

'I'm meeting Mr Tony Flavelli,' Sally stammered, 
hoping he would recognise the name. 

'Mr Flavelli. Of course, madam. Allow me to show 
you to his table in the Palm Court.' 

She followed the black-coated man down the wide, 
deeply carpeted corridor, then up three steps to a large 
open area full of small circular tables, almost all of which 
were occupied. 

Sally was directed to a table at the side, and once she 
was seated a waiter asked, 'Can I get you something to 
drink, madam? A glass of champagne, perhaps?' 

'Oh, no,' said Sally. 'A coke will be just fine.' 

The waiter bowed and left her. Sally gazed nervously 
around the beautifully furnished room. Everyone 
seemed so relaxed and sophisticated. The waiter returned 
a few moments later and placed a fine cut-glass tumbler 
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with Coca-Cola, ice and lemon' in front of her. She 
thanked him and began sipping her drink, checking her 
watch every few minutes. She pulled her dress down as 
far as it would go, wishing she had chosen something 
longer. She was becoming anxious about what would 
happen if Tony didn't turn up, because she didn't have 
any money left to pay for her drink. And then suddenly 
she saw him, dressed in a loose double-breasted suit and 
an open-neck cream shirt. He had stopped to chat to an 
elegant young woman on the steps. After a couple of 
minutes he kissed her on the cheek, and made his way 
over to Sally. 

T am so sorry,' he said. 'I didn't mean to keep you 
waiting. I do hope I'm not late. ' 

'No, no you're not. I arrived a few minutes early,' 
Sally said, flustered, as he bent down and kissed her 
hand. 

'What did you think of the Summer Exhibition?' he 
asked as the waiter appeared by his side. 

'Your usual, sir?' he asked. 

'Yes, thank you, Michael,' he replied. 

'I enjoyed it,' said Sally. 'But . . .' 

'But you felt you could have done just as well your- 
self,' he suggested. 

'I didn't mean to imply that,' she said, looking up to 
see if he was teasing. But the expression on his face 
remained serious. 'I'm sure I will enjoy the Hockney 
more,' she added as a glass of champagne was placed on 
the table. 

'Then I'll have to come clean,' said Tony. 
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Sally put down her drink and stared at him, not knovr- 
ing what he meant. 

'There isn't a Hockney exhibition on at the moment,' 
he said. 'Unless you want to fly to Glasgow.' 

Sally looked puzzled. 'But you said . . .' 

'I just wanted an excuse to see you again.' 

Sally felt bemused and flattered, and was uncertain 
how to respond. 

'I'll leave the choice to you,' he said. 'We could have 
dinner together, or you could simply take the train back 
to Sevenoaks.' 

'How did you know I live in Sevenoaks?' 

■ 'It was inscribed in big bold letters on the side of your 
canvas folder,' said Tony with a smile. 

Sally laughed. 'I'll settle for dinner,' she said. Tony 
paid for the drinks, then guided Sally out of the hotel 
and a few yards down the road to a restaurant on the 
corner of Arlington Street. 

This time Sally did try a glass of champagne, and 
allowed Tony to select for her from the menu. He could 
not have been more attentive, and seemed to knov/ so 
much about so many things, even if she didn't manage 
to find out exactly what he did. 

After Tony had called for the bill, he asked her if she 
would like to have coffee at 'my place'. 

'I'm afraid I can't,' she said, looking at her watch. 'I'd 
miss the last train home.' 

'Then I'll drive you to the station. We wouldn't want 
you to miss the last train home, would we?' he said, 
scrawling his signature across the bill. 
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This time she knew he was teasing her, and si 
blushed. 

When Tony dropped her oK at Charing Cross I 
asked, 'When can I see you again?' 

'I have an appointment with Mr Bouchier i 
11.30 , . 

'. . . next Monday morning, if I remember correct!] 
So why don't we have a celebration lunch together aftt 
he's signed you up? Til come to the gallery at aboi 
12.30. Goodbye.' He leaned over and kissed her gentl 
on the lips. 

Sitting in a cold, smelly carriage on the last train bac 
to Sevenoaks, Sally couldn't help wondering what cofh 
at Tony's place might have been like. 


Sally walked into the gallery a few minutes before 11.3 
the following Monday to find Simon Bouchier kneelir.c 
on the carpet, head down, studying some paintings. 
They weren't hers, and she hoped he felt the same wa^ 
about them as she did. 

Simon looked up. 'Good morning, Sally. Dreadful, 
aren't they? You have to look through an awful lot ol 
rubbish before you come across someone who shows anji 
real talent.' He rose to his feet. 'Mind you, Natashs 
Krasnoselyodkina does have one advantage over you.^ 

'What's that?' asked Sally. 

She would draw the crowds for any opening.' 

'Why?' 

'Because she claims to be a Russian countess. Hints 
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she's a direct descendant of the last tsar. Frankly / 1 think 
the Pearly Queen is about the nearest she's been to 
royalty, but still, she's the "in" face at the moment - a 
sort of "Minah Bird" of the nineties. What did Andy 
Warhol say - "In the future, everyone will be famous 
for fifteen minutes." By that standard, Natasha looks 
good for about thirty. I see this morning's tabloids art 
even hinting she's the new love in Prince Andrew's life 
My bet is they've never met. But if he were to turn uj 
at the opening, we'd be packed out, that's for sure. Wf 
wouldn't sell a picture, of course, but we'd be packe< 
out.' 

'Why wouldn't you sell anything?' asked Sally. 

'Because the public are not that stupid when it come 
to buying paintings. A picture is a large investment fo 
most people, and they want to believe that they have ; 
good eye, and that they've invested wisely. Natasha'; 
pictures won't satisfy them on either count. With you 
though, Sally, I'm beginning to feel they might be con 
vinced on both. But first, let me see the rest of you 
portfolio.' 

Sally unzipped her bulging folder, and laid ou 
twenty-one paintings on the carpet. 

Simon dropped to his knees, and didn't speak agair 
for some time. When he eventually did offer an opinion, 
it was only to repeat the single word 'Consistent.' 

'But I'll need even more, and of the same quality,' he 
said after he had risen to his feet. 'Another dozen 
canvases at least, and by October. I want you to concen- 
trate on interiors - you're good at interiors. And they'll 
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have to be better than good if you expect me to invest 
my time, expertise, and a great deal of money in you, 
young lady. Do you think you can manage another 
dozen pictures by October, Miss Summers?' 

'Yes, of course,' said Sally, giving little thought to the 
fact that October was only five months away. 

'That's good, because if you deliver, and I only say if, 
I'll risk the expense of launching you on an unsuspecting 
public this autumn.' He walked into his office, flicked 
through his diary and said, 'October the seventeenth, to 
be precise.' 

Sally was speechless. 

'I don't suppose you could manage an affair with 
Prince Charles lasting, say, from the end of September 
to the beginning of November? That would knock 
the Russian Countess from the Mile End Road off the 
front pages and guarantee us a full house on opening 
night.' 

'I'm afraid not,' said Sally, 'especially if you expect 
> me to produce another dozen canvases by then.' 

'Pity,' said Simon, 'because if we can attract the pun- 
ters to the opening, I'm confident they'll want to buy 
your work. The problem is always getting them to come 
for an unknown.' He suddenly looked over Sally's shoul- 
der and said, 'Hello, Tony. I wasn't expecting to see you 
today.' 

Perhaps that's because you're not seeing me,' Tony 
replied. 'I've just come to whisk Sally off to what I was 
rather hoping might be a celebratory lunch.' 

'"The Summers Exhibition",' Simon said, grinning 
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at his little play on words, 'will open not in June at the 
Royal Academy, but in October at the Bouchier Gallery. 
October the seventeenth is to be Sally's day of 
reckoning.' 

'Congratulations,' said Tony, turning to Sally. 'Ill 
bring all my friends.' 

'I'm only interested in the rich ones,' said Simon, as 
someone else entered the Gallery. 

'Natasha,' said Simon, turning to face a slim, dark- 
haired woman. Sally's first reaction was that she should 
have been an artists' model, not an artist. 

'Thanks for coming back so quickly, Natasha. Have a 
nice lunch, you two,' he added, smiling at Tony, who 
couldn't take his eyes off the new arrival. 

Natasha didn't notice, as her only interest seemed to 
be in Sally's pictures. She was unable to conceal her 
envy as Tony and Sally walked out of the gallery. 

'Wasn't she stunning?' said Sally. 

'Was she?' said Tony. 'I didn't notice.' 

'I wouldn't blame Prince Andrew if he was having an 
affair with her.' 

'Damn,' said Tony placing a hand in his inside pocket. 
'I forgot to give Simon a cheque I promised him. Don't 
move. I'll be back in a minute.' 

Tony sprinted off in the direction of the gallery, and 
Sally waited on the corner for what seemed l^e an 
awfully long minute before he reappeared back on the 
street. 

'Sorry. Simon was on the phone,' Tony explained. 
He took Sally's arm and led her across the road to a 
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small Italian restaurant, where once again he seemed 
to have his own table. 

He ordered a bottle of champagne, 'To celebrate your 
great triumph.' As Sally raised her glass in response, 
she realised for the first time just how much work she 
would have to do before October if she was going to 
keep her promise to Simon. 

When Tony poured her a second glass, Sally smiled. 
'It's been a memorable day. I ought to phone my parents 
and let them know, but I don't think they'd believe me.' 

When a third glass had been filled and Sally still hadn't 
finished her salad, Tony took her hand, leaned across 
and kissed it. 'I've never met anyone as beautiful as 
you,' he said. 'And certainly no one as talented.' 

Sally quickly took a gulp of the champagne, to hide 
her embarrassment. She still wasn't sure whether to 
believe him, but a glass of white wine, followed by two 
glasses of red, helped to convince her that she should. 

After Tony had signed the bill, he asked her again if 
she would like to come back to his place for coffee. Sally 
had already decided that she wasn't going to be able to 
do any work that day, so she nodded her agreement. In 
any case, she felt she had earned an afternoon off. 

In the taxi on the way to Chelsea, she rested her head 
on Tony's shoulder, and he began to kiss her gently. 

When they arrived at his town house in B3water 
Street, he helped her out of the taxi, up the steps and 
through the front door. He led her along a dimly lit 
corridor and into the drawing room. She curled up in a 
comer of the sofa, as Tony disappeared into another 


278 



NOT FOR SALE 


room. Most of the furniture, and the pictures that 
covered every inch of the walls, were a blur to her. Tony 
returned a moment later, carrying another bottle of 
champagne and two glasses. Sally didn t notice that he 
was no longer wearing his jacket, tie or shoes. 

He poured her a drink, which she sipped as he sat 
down next to her on the sofa. His arm slipped round 
her shoulder and he drew her close to him. When he 
kissed her again, she felt a little silly dangling an empty 
glass in mid-air. He took it from her and placed it on a 
side table, then held her in his arms and began to kiss 
her more passionately. As she fell back, his hand slipped 
onto the inside of her thigh, and began moving slowly 
up her leg. 

Every time Sally was about to stop him going any 
further, Tony seemed to know exactly what to do next. 
She had always felt in control in the past whenever 
an over-enthusiastic art student had started to go a 
little too far in the back row of a cinema, but she had 
never experienced anyone as subtle as Tony. When her 
dress fell off her shoulders, she hadn't even noticed 
that he had undone the twelve little buttons down the 
back. 

They broke away for a second. Sally felt she ought to 
make a move to go, before it was too late. Tony smiled, 
and undid the buttons of his own shirt before taking her 
back in his arms. She felt the warmth of his chest, and 
he was so gentle that she did not complain when she 
realised that the clasp of her bra had come loose. She 
sank back, enjoying every second, knowing that until 
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love until it was time for her to ths last tr±: 
home. 

Sally often wished she could spend more time 
Tony. But she was always conscious of the deadlir-e set 
by Simon, who warned her that the printers were already 
proof-reading the catalogue, and that the invitations foi 
the opening were waiting to be sent out. Tony seemed 
almost as busy as she was, and lately he hadn't always 
been able to fit in with her expeditions to London. Sally 
had taken to staying overnight, and catching an early 
tt^ home the following morning. Tony occasionally 
hinted that she might consider moving in with him. 
When she thought about it — and she often did — sht 
reflected that his attic could easily be converted into £ 
studio. But she decided that before such a move coulc 
even be contemplated, the exhibition had to be a success. 
Then, if the hint became an offer, she would have hei 
answer ready. 

Just two days before the exhibition was due to open 
Sally completed her final canvas and handed it ovei 
to Simon. As she pulled it out of the canvas folder h( 
threw his arms in the air, and shouted, 'Hallelujah! It's 
your best yet. As long as we're sensible about om 
prices, I think that, with a touch of luck, we shoult 

sell at least half of your pictures before the exhibitioi 
doses.' 

Only half?' said Sally, unable to hide her dis 
appointment. 

-That wouldn't bo at all bad (or your Brat attotnpt 
young lady,' said Simon. 'I only sold one Leslie Ann 
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«use<i, as once again Sally looked discouraged. 'It's not 
00 late for you to have a fling with Prince Charles, you 
enow. That would solve all our problems.' 

Sally smiled. 'I don't think Tony would like that.' 

Simon decided against making another tartless remark. 

Sally spent that evening with Tony at his home in 
Chelsea. He seemed a little distracted, but she blamed 
herself - she was unable to hide her disappointment at 
Simon's estimate of how few of her pictures might be 
sold. After they had made love, Sally tried to raise the 
topic of what would happen to them once the exhibition 
was over, but Tony deftly changed the subject back to 
how much he was looking forward to the opening. 

That night Sally went home on the last train from 
Charing Cross. 


The following morning she woke up with a terrible feel- 
ing of anti-climax. Her room was bereft of canvases, and 
all she could do now was wait. Her mood wasn't helped 
by the fact that Tony had told her he would be out of 
London on business until the day of her opening. She 
lay in the bath thinking about him. 


'But I'll be your first customer on the night,' he had 
promised. 'Don’t forget, I still want to buy "The Sleep- 
ing Cat that Never Moved".' ^ 

The phone was ringing, but someone answered it 
betore Sally could get out of the bath. 

the stai” ‘’““O™ of 


TWELVE REP HERRINGS 

Sally wrapped a towel around her and grabbed the 
phone, hoping it would be Tony. 

'Hi, Sally, it's Simon, I've got some good news. Mike 
SalUs has just called from the P.A. He's coming round 
to the gallery at midday tomorrow. All the pictures 
should be framed by then, and he'll be the first person 
from the press to see them. They all want to be first. 
I'm trying to think up some wheeze to convince him 
it's an exclusive. By the way, the catalogues have 
ed, and they look fantastic.' 
lly thanked him, and was about to ring Tony to 
est that she stay overnight with him, so that they 
I go to the gallery together the following day, when 
remembered that he was out of town. She spent 
ay pacing anxiously around the house, occasionally 
ag to her most compliant model, the sleeping cat 
never moved. 

le following morning Sally caught an early com- 
:r train from Sevenoaks, so she could spend a little 
checking the pictures against their catalogue 
es. When she walked into the gallery, her eyes lit 
»alf a dozen of the paintings had already been hung, 
;he actually felt, for the first time, that they really 
n't bad. She glanced in the direction of the office, 
saw that Simon was occupied on the phone. He 
:d and waved to indicate that he would be with her 
moment. 

e had another look at the pictures, and then spotted 
•y of the catalogue lying on the table. The cover 
'The Summers Exhibition', above a picture of an 
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interior looking from her parents' drawing roon 
through an open window and out onto a garden over 
grown with weeds. A black cat lay asleep on the window 
sill, ignoring the rain. 

Sally opened the catalogue and read the introductioi 
on the first page. 


Sometimes judges feel it necessary to say: It's been 
hard to pick this year's winner. But from the 
moment one set eyes on Sally Summers' work, the 
task was made easy. Real talent is obvious for all 
to see, and Sally has achieved the rare feat of win- 
ning both the Slade’s major prizes, for oils and for 
drawing, in the same year. I much look forward to 
watching her career develop over the coming years. 


It was an extract from Sir Roger de Grey's speech whe 
he had presented Sally with the Mary Rischgitz and th 
Henry Tonks Prizes at the Slade two years before. 

Sally turned the pages, seeing her works reproduce 
in colour for the first time. Simon's attention to deta 
and layout was evident on every page. 

She looked back towards the office, and saw ths 
Simon was still on the phone. She decided to g 
downstairs and check on the rest of her pictures, no' 
that they had all been framed. The lower gallery was 
mass of colour, and the newly framed paintings wei 
so skilfully hung that even Sally saw them in a ne 
light. 
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Once she had circled the room Sally suppressed a smil 
of satisfaction before turning to make her way bac 
upstairs. As she passed a table in the centre of the pi 
lery, she noticed a folder with the initials 'N.K.' prints 
on it. She idly lifted the cover, to discover a pile o 
undistinguished watercolours. 

As she leafed through her rival's never-to-be 
exhibited efforts, Sally had to admit that the nude self 
portraits didn't do Natasha justice. She was just abou 
to dose the folder and join Simon upstairs when sh< 
came to a sudden halt. 

Although it was dumsily executed, there was no doubi 
who the man was that the half-dad Natasha was clinginj 
on to. 

Sally felt sick. She slammed the folder shut, walked 
quickly aaoss the room and back up the stairs to the 
ground floor. In the comer of the large gallery Simon 
was chatting to a man who had several cameras slung 
over his shoulder. 

'Sally,' he said, coming towards her, 'this is 
Mike . . .' 

But Sally ignored them both, and started running 
towards the open door, tears flooding down her checks. 
She turned right into St James's, determined to get as 
far away from the gallery as possible. But then she came 
to an abrupt halt. Tony and Natasha were walking 
towards her, arm in arm. 

Sally stepped off the pavement and bepn to cross the 
road, hoping to reach the other side before they spotted 
her. 
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The screech of tyres and the sudden swerve of tK 
van came just a moment too late, and she was throw) 
headlong into the middle of the road. 


When Sally came to, she felt awful. She blinked he 
eyes, and thought she could hear voices. She blinke 
again, but it was several moments before she was abl 
to focus on anything. 

She was lying in a bed, but it was not her own. He 
right leg was covered in plaster, and was raised high i; 
the air, suspended from a pulley. Her other leg wa 
under the sheet, and it felt all right. She wiggled th 
toes of her left foot; yes, they were fine. Then she bega: 
to try to move her arms. A nurse came up to the sid 
of the bed. 

'Welcome back to the world, Sally.' 

'How long have 1 been like this?' she asked. 

'A couple of days,' said the nurse, checking Sally’ 
pulse. 'But you're making a remarkably quick recovery 
Before you ask, it's only a broken leg, and the black eye 
will have gone long before we let you out. By the way, 
she added, as she moved on to the next patient, 'I love 
that picture of you in the morning papers. And wha 
about those flattering remarks your friend made? Si 
what's it like to be famous?' 


Sally wanted to ask what she was talking about, 
the nurse was already taking the pulse of the person 
the next bed. 


'Come back,' Sally wanted to say, but a second nurst 


TWELVE RED HERRINGS 

had appeared by her bedside with a mug of orange juice, 
which she thrust into her hand. 

'Let's get you started on this,' she said. Sally obeyed, 
and tried to suck the liquid through a bent pJastic straw, 

'You've got a visitor,' the nurse told her once she'd 
emptied the contents of the mug. 'He's been waiting for 
some time. Do you think you're up to seeing him?' 

'Sure,' said Sally, not particularly wanting to face 
Tony, but desperate to find out what had happened. 

She looked towards the swing doors at the end of the 
ward, but had to wait for some time before Simon came 
bouncing through them. He walked straight up to her 
bed, clutching what might just about have been described 
as a bunch of flowers. He gave her plaster cast a big lass. 

'I'm so sorry, Simon,' Sally said, before he had even 
said hello. 'I know just how much trouble and expense 
you've been to on my behalf. And now I've let you 
down so badly.' 

'You certainly have,' said Simon. 'It's always a let- 
down when you sell everything off the walls on the first 
night. Then you haven't got anything left for your old 
customers, and they start grumbling.' 

Sally's mouth opened wide. 

'Mind you, it was a rather good photo of Natasha, 
even if it was an awful one of you.' 

'What are you talking about, Simon?' 

'Mike Sallis got his exclusive, and you got your break,' 
he said, patting her suspended leg. 'When Natasha bent 
over your body in the street, Mike began clicking away 
for dear life. And I couldn't have scripted her quotes 
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better myself; "The most outstanding young artist of 
our generation. If the world were to lose such a 
talent..."' 

Sally laughed at Simon's wicked imitation of Nat- 
asha's Russian accent, 

'You hit most of the next morning's front pages/ he 
continued. ' "Brush with Death" in the Mail; "Still life 
in St James's" in the Express. And you even managed 
"Splat!" in the Sun. The punters flocked into the gallery 
that evening. Natasha was wearing a black see-through 
dress and proceeded to give the press soundbite after 
soundbite about your genius. Not that it made any dif- 
ference. We'd already sold every canvas long before their 
second editions hit the street. But, more important, the 
serious critics in the broadsheets are already acknowledg- 
ing that you might actually have some talent.' 

Sally smiled. 'I may have failed to have an affair with 
Prince Charles, but at least it seems I got something 
right.' 

'Well, not exactly,' said Simon. 

'What do you mean?' asked Sally, suddenly anxious. 
'You said all the pictures have been sold.' 

'True, but if you'd arranged to have the accident a 
few days earlier, 1 could have jacked up the prices by at 
least fifty per cent. Still, there's always next time.' 

'Did Tony buy "Ike Sleeping Cat that Never 
Moved"?' Sally asked quietly. 

'No, he was late as usual. I'm afraid. It was snapped 
up in the first half hour, by a serious collector. Whfdi 
reminds me,' Simon added, as Sally's parents cig 
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through the swing doors into the ward, 'I'll need another 
forty canvases if we're going to hold your second show 
in the spring. So you'd better get back to work right 
away.' 

'But look at me, you silly man,' Sally said, laughing. 
'How do you expect me to -' 

'Don't be so feeble,' said Simon, tapping her plaster 
cast. 'It's your leg that's out of action, not your arm.' 

Sally grinned and looked up to see her parents stand- 
ing at the end of the bed. 

'Is this Tony?' her mother asked. 

'Good heavens no, Mother,' laughed Sally, 'This is 
Simon. He's far more important. Mind you,' she con- 
fessed, 'I made the same mistake the first time I met 
him.' 


TIMEO DANAOS... 




j^^RNOLD BACON WOULD HAVE MADE A 

fortune if he hadn't taken his father's advice. 

Arnold's occupation, as described in his passport, was 
'banker'. For those of you who are pedantic about such 
matters, he was the branch manager of Barclays Bank 
in St Albans, Hertfordshire, which in banking circles is 
about the equivalent of being a captain in the Royal 
Army Pay Corps. 

His passport also stated that he was bom in 1937, 
was five feet nine inches tall, with sandy hair and no 
distinguishing marks — although in fact he had several 
lines on his forehead, which served only to prove that 
he frowned a great deal. 

He was a member of the local Rotary Club (Hon. 
Treasurer), the Conservative Party (Branch Vice- 
Chairman), and was a past Secretary of the St Albans 
Festival. He had also played rugby for the Old Albanians 
2nd XV in the 1960s and cricket for St Albans C.C. in 
the 1970s. His only exercise for the past two decades, 
however, had been the occasional round of golf with 
his opposite number from the National Westminster. 
Arnold did not boast a handicap. 
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During these excursions round the golf course Arnold 
would often browbeat his opponent with his conviction 
that he should never have been a banker in the first 
place. After years of handing out loans to customers 
who wanted to start up their own businesses, he had 
become painfully aware that he himself was really one 
of nature's bom entrepreneurs. If only he hadn't listened 
to his father's advice and followed him into the bank, 
heaven knows what heights he might have reached by 
now. 

His colleague nodded wearily, then holed a seven-foot 
putt, ensuring that the drinks would not be on him. 

'How's Deirdre?' he asked as the two men strolled 
towards the clubhouse. 

'Wants to buy a new dinner service,' said Arnold, 
which slightly puzzled his companion. 'Not that I can 
see what's wrong with our old Coronation set.' 

When they reached the bar, Arnold checked his watch 
before ordering half a pint of lager for himself and a gin 
and tonic for the victor, as Deirdre wouldn't be expecting 
him back for at least an hour. He stopped pontificating 
only when another member began telling them the latest 
rumours about the club captain's wife. 

Deirdre Bacon, Arnold's long-suffering wife, had 
come to accept that her husband was now too set in his 
ways for her to hope for any improvement. Although 
she had her own opinions on what would have happened 
to Arnold if he hadn't followed his father's advice, she 
no longer voiced them. At the time of their engagement 
she had considered Arnold Bacon 'quite a catch'. But as 
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the years passed, she had become more realistic about 
her expectations, and after two children, one of each sex, 
she had settled into the life of a housewife and mothei 
-not that anything else had ever been seriously contem- 
plated. 

The children had now grown up, Justin to become i 
solidtor^s clerk in Chelmsford, and Virginia to marry i 
local boy whom Arnold described as an official witl 
British Rail. Deirdre, more accurately, told her friendi 
at the hairdresser's that Keith was a train driver. 

For the first ten years of their marriage, the Bacon; 
had holidayed in Bournemouth, because Arnold' 
parents had always done so. They only graduated to th 
Costa del Sol after Arnold read in the Daily Telegraph' 
'Sun Supplement' that that was where most bank man 
agers were to be found during the month of August. 

For many years Arnold had promised his wife tha 
they would do 'something spedal' when it came to cele 
brating their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary, thoug 
he had never actually committed himself to definin 
what 'special' meant. 

It was only when he read in the bank's quarterly stal 
magazine that Andrew Buxton, the Chairman of Bai 
clays, would be spending his summer sailing around th 
Greek islands on a private yacht that Arnold began wrii 
ing off to numerous cruise companies and travel agent 
requesting copies of their brochures. After havir 
studied hundreds of glossy pages, he settled on a sever 
day cruise aboard the Princess Carina, starting out froi 
Piraeus to sail around the Greek islands, ending up i 
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Mykonos. Deirdre's only contribution to the discussit 
was that she would rather go back to the Costa del Si 
and spend the money they saved on a new dinner servi( 
She was delighted, however, to read in one of the br 
chures that the Greeks were famous for their pottery 

By the time they boarded the coach to Heathro 
Arnold's junior staff, fellow members of the Rota 
Club, and even a few of his more select customers we 
becoming tired of being reminded of how Arnold won 
be spending his summer break. 'I shall be sailing aroui 
the Greek islands on a liner,' he would tell them. 'N 
unlike the bank's Chairman, Andrew Buxton, yi 
know.' If anyone asked Deirdre what she and Amo 
were doing for their holidays, she said that they we 
going on a seven-day package tour, and that the o: 
thing she hoped to come home with was a new dinn 
service. 

The old 'Coronation' service that had been given 
them by Deirdre's parents as a wedding gift son 
twenty-five years before was now sadly depleted. Sevei 
of the plates were chipped or broken, while the pattei 
of CTowns and sceptres on the pieces that were st 
serviceable had almost faded away. 

'I can't see what's wrong with it myself,' said Amo 
when his wife raised the subject once more as thi 
waited in the departure lounge at Heathrow. Deird 
made no effort to list its defects again. 

Arnold spent most of the flight to Athens complainir 
that the aircraft was full of Greeks. Deirdre didn't fe 
it was worth pointing out to him that, if one booked 
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passage with Olympic Airways, that was likely to be the 
jutcome. She also Imew his reply would be, 'But it saved 
as twenty-four pounds.' 

Once they had landed at Hellenikon International Air- 
port, the two holidaymakers climbed aboard a bus. 
Arnold doubted whether it would have passed its MOT 
in St Albans, but nevertheless it somehow managed to 
transport them into the centre of Athens, where Arnold 
had booked them overnight into a two-star hotel (two 
Greek stars). Arnold quiddy found the local branch of 
Barclays and cashed one of his travellers' cheques, 
explaining to his wife that there was no point in changing 
more, as once they were on board the liner everything 
had already been paid for. He was sure that was how 
entrepreneurs conducted themselves. 

The Bacons rose early the following morning, mainly 
because they hadn't been able to get a great deal of sleep. 
Their bodies had continually rolled to the centre of the 
lumpy concave mattress, and their ears ached after a 
night resting on the brick-hard convex pillows. Even 
before the sun had risen, Arnold jumped out of bed and 
threw open the little window that looked out onto a back 
yard. He stretched his arms and declared he had never 
felt better. Deirdre didn't comment, as she was already 
busy packing their clothes. 

Over breakfast - a meal consisting of a croissant, 
which Arnold felt was too sticky, and whith in any case 
fell apart in his fingers, feta cheese, which he didn't care 
for the smell of, and an obstinately empty cup, because 
the management refused to serve tea — a long debate 
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developed between them as to whether they should hire 
a taxi or take a bus to the liner. They both came to the 
conclusion that a taxi would be more sensible, Deirdre 
because she didn't want to be crammed into a hot bus 
with a lot of sweaty Athenians, and Arnold because he 
wanted to be seen arriving at the gangplank in a car. 

Once Arnold had settled their bill - having checked 
the little row of figures presented to him three limes 
before he was willing to part with another travellers' 
heque - he hailed a taxi and instructed the driver to 
ike them to the quayside. The longer than expected 
lumey, in an ancient car with no air conditioning, did 
ot put Arnold into a good humour. 

When he first set eyes on the Princess Corina, Arnold 
ras unable to mask his disappointment. The ship was 
either as large nor as modem as it had appeared in the 
lossy brochure. He had a feeling his Chairman would 
lot be experiencing the same problem. 

Mr and Mrs Bacon ascended the gangplank and were 
scorted to their cabin, which to Arnold's dismay con- 
isted of two bunks, a washbasin, a shower and a port- 
lole, without even enough room between the bunks for 
oth of them to be able to undress at the same time, 
tmold pointed out to his wife that this particular cabin 
ad certainly not been illustrated in the brochure, even 
: it had been described on the tariff by the encomium 
3e Luxe'. The brochure must have bwn put together 
y an out-of-work estate agent, he concluded. 

Arnold set out to take a turn around the deck — not a 
articularly lengthy excursion. On the way he bumped 
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into a solicitor from Chester who had been innocemly 
strolling with his wife in the opposite direction. After 
Arnold had established that Malcolm Jackson was a 
senior partner in his firm, and his wife Joan was a magis- 
trate, he suggested they should join up for lunch. 

Once they had sele^ their meal from the buffet, 
Arnold lost no time in telling his new-found friends that 
he was a bom entrepreneur, explaiiung, for example, 
the immediate changes he wovdd make to improve 
efficiency on the Princess Carina had he been the chair- 
man of this particular shipping line. (The list, I fear, 
turned out to be far too long to include in a short story.) 

The solicitor, who had not had to suffer any of 
Arnold's opinions before, seemed quite content to listen, 
while Deirdre chatted away to Joan about how she was 
hoping to find a new dinner service on one of the islands. 
'The Greeks are famous for their pottery, you know,' 
she kept saying. 

The conversation didn't vary a great deal when the 
two couples reimited over dinner that evening. 

Although the Bacons were tired after their first day 
on board, neither of them slept for more than a few 
moments that night. But Arnold was unwilling to admit, 
as they bobbed across the Aegean in their little cabin, 
that pven the choice he would have preferred the two- 
star hotel (two Greek stars), with its lumpy mattress and 
brick-hard pillows, to the bunks on which they were 
now being tossed from side to side. 

Aher two days at sea the ship docked at Rhodes, and 
by then even Arnold had stopped describing it as a 
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'liner'. Most of the passengers piled off down the gang- 
way, only too delighted to have the chance of spending 
a few hours on land. 

Arnold and Malcolm beat a path to the nearest Bar- 
clays Bank to cash a travellers' cheque each, while 
Deirdre and Joan set off in the opposite direction in 
search of a dinner service. At the bank, Arnold immedi- 
ately informed the manager who he was, ensuring that 
both he and Malcolm received a tiny improvement on 
the advertised rate of exchange. 

Arnold smiled as they stepped out of the bank, and 
onto the hot, dusty, cobbled street. 'I should have gone 
into futures trading, you know,' he told Malcolm as 
they sauntered off down the hill. 'I would have made a 
fortune.' 

Deirdre's quest for a dinner service didn't turn out to 
be quite so straightforward. The shops were numerous 
and varied in quality, and she quickly discovered that 
Rhodes boasted a great many potters. It was therefore 
necessary for her to establish which of them 'was the 
most highly regarded by the locals, and then find the 
shop that sold his work. This information was gained 
by talking to the old women dressed in black who could 
be found sitting silently on the street corners, about one 
in ten of whom, she discovered, had some broken Eng- 
lish. While her husband was at the bank saving a few 
drachmas, Deirdre managed to find out all the inside 
information she required. 

The four of them met up at a small tavema in the 
centre of the town for lunch. Over a plate of souvlakia 
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Arnold tried to convince Deirdre that as they were 
visiting five islands in the course of the trip, it might 
perhaps be wise to wait until their final port of call, so 
they could purchase the dinner service at the last possible 
moment. 

'Prices will undoubtedly fall,' declared Arnold, 'the 
closer we get to Athens.' He spoke with the air of a true 
entrepreneur. 

Although Deirdre had already seen a thirty-two-piece 
set she liked, at a price well within their budget, she 
reluctantly agreed to Arnold's suggestion. Her acquies- 
cence was largely brought about by the fact that it was 
her husband who was in possession of all the travellers' 
cheques. 

By the time the ship had docked at Heraklion on Crete, 
Arnold had vetted all the British nationals on board, 
and had permitted a Major (Territorial Reserve) and his 
spouse to join their table for lunch - but only after 
discovering that the fellow held an account at Barclays. 
A dinner invitation followed once it had been established 
that the Major occasionally played bridge with Arnold's 
area manager. 

From that moment Arnold spent many happy hours 
at the bar explaining to the Major or to Malcolm - 
neither of whom actually listened any longer — why he 
should never have taken his father's advice and followed 
him into the bank, as he was after all one of nature's 
born entrepreneurs. 

By the time the ship had weighed anchor and sailed 
from Santorini, Deirdre knew exactly the type of dinner 
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service she wanted, and how to establish quiddy whic 
potter she should trade with as soon as they set foot i 
a new port. But Arnold continued to insist that the 
should wait for the bigger market as they approache 
Athens - 'More competition, forces prices dowi,' h 
explained for the umpteenth time. Deirdre knew ther 
was no point in telling him that prices seemed to b 
rising with each sea-mile they covered on their joume; 
back towards the Greek capital. 

Paros only served as further proof of Deirdre's sus 
pidons - if proof were still needed - as the prices then 
were noticeably steeper than they had been on Santorini 
As the Princess Carina steamed on towards Mykonos 
Deirdre felt that although their final port of call woult 
probably be able to supply her with a satisfactory dinne 
service, it would surely no longer be at a price they coulc 
afford. 

Arnold kept assuring her, with the confidence of * 
man who knows about such things, that all would be 
well. He even tapped the side of his nose with his fore- 
finger. The Major and Malcolm had reached the stage 
of simply ncxlding at him to indicate that they were still 
awake. 

Ddrdre was among the first down the gangplank when 
they docked at Mykonos that Friday morning. She had 
told her husband that she would carry out a recce of the 
pottery shops while he did the same with the banks. 
Joan and the Major's wife were happy to accompany 
Deirdre, as by now she had become something of an 
expert on the subject of Greek pottery. 
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which they'd arranged to meet up for lunch, the three 
ladies found their husbands drinking imported lager at 
the bar. Arnold was explaining to the Major and Mal- 
colm why he had refused to pay his subscription to the 
Conservative Party that year. 'Not a penny will I part 
with/ he insisted, 'while they can't get their own house 
in order.' Deirdre suspected that his unwillingness to 
pay had rather more to do with his recent defeat when 
he had stood as Chairman of the local branch. 

Arnold passed the next hour offering his views on 
“■erything from defence cuts to New Age travellers to 
tgle-parent families, all of which he was resolutely 
ainst. When the bill for lundi was finally presented, 

I spent some considerable time working out what each 
them had eaten, and therefore how much they should 
ntribute towards the total. 

Arnold had already resigned himself to the fact that 
r would have to allocate part of his afternoon to bar- 
• ■ -g on Deirdre's behalf, now that she had finally 
- id the dinner service she had set her heart on. Every- 
le else had agreed to come along and watch the bom 
trepreneur at work. 

When Arnold entered The House of Petros, he had to 
mit that Deirdre seemed to have 'located the correct 
tablishment'. He kept repeating this observation, as if 
prove that he had been right all along to insist that 
e wait until their final port of call before the big 
dsion was. taken. He seemed blissfully unaware of 
w the price of pottery had increased ^m island to 
and, and Deirdre made no attempt to enlighten him. 
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She simply guided him over to the 'Delphi' service dis- 
played on a large table in the centre of the room, and 
prayed. They all agreed it was quite magnificent, but 
when Arnold was told the price, he shook his head sadly. 
Deirdre would have protested, but she, like so many of 
the bank's customers over the years, had seen that look 
on her husband's face before. She therefore resigned 
herself to settling for the ‘Pharos' set - excellent, but 
unquestionably second best, and far more expensive than 
comparable sets had been on any of the other four 
islands. 

The three wives began seleaing the pieces they would 
like to buy, while their husbands gravely reminded them 
how much they could afford. The choices having been 
made, Arnold spent a considerable time haggling with 
the shopkeeper. He finally managed to get a twenty per 
cent discount on the total. Once the figure had been 
established, Arnold was dispatched to find an English 
bank at which he could change the necessary travellers' 
cheques. With passports and signed cheques in hand, he 
left the shop to carry out his mission. 

As he stepped onto the pavement, the young man who 
had approached Deirdre leaped into his path and asked, 
'You English?' 

'Naturally,' replied Arnold, sidestepping him and 
marching on briskly in order to avoid any further con- 
versation with such a scruffy individual. As he had told 
the Major over lunch, 'Timeo Danaos et dona ferentis/ 
It was the one snippet of Latin he could still recall from 
his schooldays. 
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When he had selected a bank, Arnold marched straight 
into the manager's office and changed everyone'j 
cheques at a minutely better rate than the one displayeic 
on the board in the window. Pleased with his saving 
of fifty drachmas, he headed back to The House ol 
Petros. 

He was displeased to find the young man was still 
loitering on the pavement outside the shop. Arnold 
refused to favour the unshaven ruffian with even a 
glance, but he did catch the words, 'You want to save 
money, Englishman?' 

Arnold stopped in his tracks, as any bom entrepreneui 
would, and turned to study more closely the loutish 
youth who had addressed him. He was about to continue 
on his way when the young man said, 'I know where 
pottery is everything half price.' 

Arnold hesitated once again, and looked through the 
shop window to see his companions standing around 
waiting for his return; on the counter stood six large 
packages, already wrapped up and awaiting payment. 

Arnold turned back to take a closer look at the inarticu- 
late foreigner. 

'Potter comes from village called Kalafatis,' he said. 
'Bus journey only half hour, then everything half 
price.' 

While Arnold was digesting this piece of information, 
the young Greek's hand shot out hopefully. Arnold 
extracted a fifty-drachma note from the roll of money 
he had obtained at the bank, willing to speculate with 
the profit he had made on that particular transaction in 
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exchange for the information he had just acquired - the 
act of a true entrepreneur, he thought as he marched 
triumphantly into the shop. 

have made an important discovery, he announced, 
and beckoned them all into a comer to impart his inside 
information. 

Deirdre did not seem at all convinced, until Arnold 
suggested, 'Perhaps we might even be able to afford the 
"Delphi" set you hankered after, my dear. In any case, 
why pay double, when the only sacrifice you need to 
make is a half-hour bus journey.' 

Malcolm nodded his agreement, as if listening to sage 
advice from senior counsel, and even the Major, thougf 
gmmbling a little, finally fell into line. 

• 'As we set sail for Athens early this evening,' dedarec 
the Major, 'we ought to take the next bus to Kalafatis. 
Arnold nodded, and without another word led his litth 
band out of the shop, not even glandng towards thi 
packages that were left behind on the counter. 

When they stepped out onto the street, Arnold wa 
relieved to find that the young man who had given hin 
the tip-off was no longer to be seen. 

They came to a halt at the bus stop, where Amoli 
was a little disappointed to discover several passenger 
from the ship already standing in the queue, but h 
persuaded himself that they would not be heading fo 
the same destination. They waited in the hot sun fo 
another forty minutes before a bus eventually pulled up 
When Arnold first saw the vehicle, his heart sank. 'Jus 
think of how much money we'll be saving,' he said whei 
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he noticed the looks of despair on the faces of his com- 
panions. ' 

The journey aaoss the island to the east coast might 
well have taken thirty minutes had it been in a Range 
Rover with no reason to slow down. But as the bus 
driver picked up everybody he saw along the way, with- 
out regard to official stops, they eventually arrived in 
Kalafatis an hour and twenty minutes later. Long before 
they had clambered off the ancient vehicle Deirdre was 
exhausted, Joan was exasperated, and the Major's wife 
was developing a migraine. 

'Bus goes no further,' said the driver as Arnold and 
his companions filed off. 'Leave for return journey to 
Khora one hour. Last bus of the day.' 

The little band gazed up at the narrow, winding track 
that led to the potter's workplace. 

'The journey was worth it for the view alone,' gasped 
Arnold, as he came to a halt halfway along the path and 
gazed out over the Aegean. His companions didn't even 
bother to stop and look, let alone offer an opinion. It 
took them another ten minutes of determined walking 
before they reached their destination, and by then even 
Arnold had fallen silent. 

As the six weary tourists finally entered the pottery, 
what breath they had left was taken away. They stood 
mesmerised by shelf after shelf of beautiful objects. 
Arnold felt a warm glow of triumph. 

Deirdre immediately went about her business, and 
quickly located the 'Delphi' dinner service. It looked 
even more magnificent than she remembered, but 
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when she checked a Uttle label that hung from a soup 
tureen's handle she was horrified to discover that the cost 
was only a little less than it had been at The House of 
Petros. 

Deirdre came to a decision. She turned to face her 
husband, who was toying with a pipe stand, and declared 
in a clarion voice that all could hear, 'As everything is 
at half price, Arnold, presumably I can go ahead and buy 
the "Delphi"?' 

The other four swung round to see how the great 
entrepreneur would react. Arnold seemed to hesitate for 
a moment before he placed the pipe stand back on the 
shelf and said, 'Of course, my dear. Isn't that why we 
came all this way in the first place?' 

The three women immediately began selecting items 
from the shelves, finally gathering between them one 
dinner service, two tea sets, one coffee set, three vases, 
five ashtrays, two jugs and a toast rack. Arnold aban- 
doned the pipe stand. 

When the bill for Deirdre's purchases was presented 
to her husband he hesitated once again, but he was pain- 
fully aware that all five of his shipmates were glaring 
at him. He reluctantly cashed his remaining travellers' 
cheques, unwilling to bring himself even to glance at 
the disadvantageous exchange rate that was isplayed 
in the window. Deirdre made no comment. Malcolm 
and the Major silently signed away their own travellers' 
cheques, with little appearance of triumph showing on 
either of their faces. 

The goods having been paid for, the six tourists 


TWELVE RED HERRINGS 

emerged from the workshop, laden down with carrier 
bags. As they began to retrace their steps back down the 
winding track, the door of the pottery was closed behind 
them. 

'We'll have to get a move on if we're not going to 
miss the last bus,' shouted Arnold as he stepped into 
the centre of the path, avoiding a large cream Mercedes 
that was parked outside the workshop. 'But what a 
worthwhile excursion,' he added as they trundled off 
dovm the track. 'You have to admit, I saved you all a 
fortune.' 

Deirdre was the last to leave the shop. She paused to 
rearrange her numerous bags, and was surprised to see 
a nmnber of the pottery's staff forming a queue at a 
table by the side of the shop. A handsome young man 
in a grubby T-shirt and tom jeans was presenting each 
of them in turn with a small brovm envelope. 

Deirdre couldn't take her eyes off the young man. 
Where had she seen him before? He looked up, and for 
a moment she stared into those deep blue eyes. And 
then she remembered. The young man shrugged his 
shoulders and smiled. Deirdre returned the smile, picked 
up her bags and set off down the path after her com- 
panions. 

As they clambered onto the bus, Deirdre was just in 
time to hear Arnold declare: 'You know. Major, I shoidd 
never have taken my father's advice and settled for the 
life of a banker. You see. I'm one of nature's bom 
entre . . 

Deirdre smiled again as she looked out of the window 
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and watched the good-looking young man speed past 
them in his large cream Mercedes. 

He smiled and waved to her as the last bus began its 
slow journey back to Mykonos. 





AN EYE FOR AN EYE 




Sir MATTHEW ROBERTS QC CLOSED THE 

file and placed it on tVie desk in front of him. He was 
not a happy man. He was quite willing to defend Mary 
Banks, but he was not at all confident about her plea of 
not guilty. 

Sir Matthew leaned back in his deep leather chair to 
consider the case while he awaited the arrival of the 
instructing solicitor who had briefed him, and the junior 
counsel he had selected for the case. As he gazed out 
over the Middle Temple courtyard, he only hoped he 
had made the right decision. 

On the face of it, the case of Regina v. Banks was a 
simple one of murder; but after what Bruce Banks 
had subjected his wife to during the eleven years of 
their marriage. Sir Matthew was confident not only 
that he could get the charge reduced to manslaughter, 
but that if the jury was packed with women, he might 
even secure an acquittal. There was, however, a 
complication. 

He lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply, something his 
wife had always chided him for. He looked at Viaoria's 
photograph on the desk in front of him. It reminded 
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him of his youth: but then, Victoria would always be 
young — death had ensured that. 

Reluctantly, he forced his mind Iwck to his client and 
her plea of mitigation. He reopened the file. Mary Banks 
was claiming that she couldn't possibly have chopped 
her husband up with an axe and buried him under the 
pigsty, because at the time of his death she was not only 
a patient in the local hospital, but was also blind. As Sir 
Matthew inhaled deeply once again, there was a knock 
on the door. 

'Come in,' he bellowed - not because he liked the 
sound of his own voice, but because the doors of his ' 
chambers were so thick that if he didn't holler, no one 
would ever hear him. 

Sir Matthew's clerk opened the door and announced 
Mr Bernard Casson and Mr Hugh Witherington. Two 
very different men, thought Sir Matthew as they entered 
the room, but each would serve the purpose he had 
planned for them in this particular case. 

Bernard Casson was a solicitor of the old school ~ 
formal, punctilious, and always painstakingly correct. 
His conservatively tailored herringbone suit never 
seemed to change from one year to the next; Matthew 
often wondered if he had purchased half a dozen such 
suits in a closing-down sale and wore a different one 
every day of the week. He peered up at Casson over his 
half-moon spectacles. The solicitor's thin moustache and 
neatly parted hair gave him an old-fashioned look that 
had fooled many an opponent into thinking he had a 
second-class mind. Sir Matthew regularly gave thanks 
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that his friend was no orator, because if Bernard had 
been a barrister, Matthew would not have relished the 
prospect of opposing him in court. 

A pace behind Casson stood his junior counsel for this 
brief, Hugh Witherington. The Lord must have been 
feeling particularly ungenerous on the day Witherington 
entered the world, as He had given him neither looks 
nor brains. If He had bestowed any other talents on him, 
they were yet to be revealed. After several attempts 
Witherington had finally been called to the Bar, but for 
the number of briefs he was offered, he would have had 
a more regular income had he signed on for the dole. 
Sir Matthew's clerk had raised an eyebrow when the 
name of Witherington had been mooted as junior coun- 
sel in the case, but Sir Matthew just smiled, and had not 
offered an explanation. 

Sir Matthew rose, stubbed out his cigarette, and 
ushered the two men towards the vacant chairs on the 
other side of his desk. He waited for both of them to 
settle before he proceeded. 

'Kind of you to attend chambers, Mr Casson,' he 
said, although they both knew that the solicitor was 
doing no more than holding with the traditions of the 
Bar. 

My pleasure. Sir Matthew,' replied the elderly solici- 
tor, bowing slightly to show that he still appreciated the 
old courtesies. 

'I don't think you know Hugh Witherington, my 
junior in this case,' said Sir Matthew, gesturing towards 
the undistinguished young barrister. 
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Witherington nervously touched the silk handkerchief 
in his breast pocket. 

'No, I hadn't had the pleasure of Mr Witherington's 
acquaintance until we met in the corridor a few moments 
ago/ said Casson. 'May I say how delighted I am that 
you have been willing to take on this case. Sir Matthew?' 

Matthew smiled at his friend's formality. He knew 
Bernard would never dream of calling him by his Chris- 
tian name while junior counsel was present. 'I'm only 
too happy to be working with you again, Mr Casson. 
Even if you have presented me on this occasion with 
something of a challenge.' 

The conventional pleasantries over, the elderly solici- 
tor removed a brown file from his battered Gladstone 
bag. 'I have had a further consultation with my client 
since I last saw you,' he said as he opened the file, 'and 
I took the opportunity to pass on your opinion. But I 
fear Mrs Banks remains determined to plead not 
guilty.' 

'So she is still protesting her innocence?' 

'Yes, Sir Matthew. Mrs Banks emphatically claims 
that she couldn't have committed the murder because 
she had been blinded by her husband some days before 
he died, and in any case, at the time of his death she 
was registered as a patient at the local hospital.' 

'The pathologist's report is singularly vague about the 
time of death,' Sir Matthew reminded his old friend. 
'After all, they didn't discover the body for at least a 
couple of weeks. As I understand it, the police feel the 
murder could have been committed twenty-four or even 


3x8 


an eye eor an eye 

forty-eight hours before Mrs Banks was taken to the 

hospital.' ^ 

'I have also read their report, Sir Matthew, Casson 
replied, 'and informed Mrs Banks of its contents. But 
she remains adamant that she is innocent, and that the 
jury will be persuaded of it. "Especially with Sir 
Matthew Roberts as my defender," were the exact words 
she used, if I remember correctly,' he added with a smile. 

'I am not seduced, Mr Casson,' said Sir Matthew 
lighting another cigarette. 

'You did promise Victoria -' interjerted the solicitor 
lowering his shield, but only for a moment. 

'So, I have one last chance to convince her,' said Si 
Matthew, ignoring his friend's comment. 

'And Mrs Banks has one last chance to convince you 
said Mr Casson. 

'Touche,' said Sir Matthew, nodding his appredatio 
of the solicitor's neat riposte as he stubbed out his almo: 
untouched dgarette. He felt he was losing this fendr 
match with his old friend, and that the time had con 
to go on the attack. 

He returned to the open file on his desk. 'First,' 1 
. said, looking straight at Casson, as if his colleague we 

j in the witness box, 'when the body was dug up, the 

were traces of your client's blood on the collar of t! 
dead man's shirt.’ 

'My client accepts that,' said Casson, calmly checkii 
his own notes. 'But . . .' 

'Second,' said Sir Matthew before Casson had a chan 
‘0 reply/ 'when the instrument that had been used 
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chop up the body, an axe, was found the following day, 
a hair from Mrs Banks's head was discovered lodged in 
its handle.' 

'We won't be denying that,' said Casson. 

'We don't have a lot of choice,' said Sir Matthew, 
rising from his seat and beginning to pace aroimd the 
room. 'And third, when the spade that was used to dig 
the victim's grave was finally discovered, your client's 
fingerprints were found all over it.' 

'We can explain that as well,' said Casson. 

'But will the jury accept our explanation,' asked Sir 
Matthew, his voice rising, 'when they learn that the 
murdered man had a long history of violence, that your 
client was regularly seen in the local village either 
bruised, or with a black eye, sometimes bleeding from 
cuts around the head - once even nursing a broken arm?' 

'She has always stated that those injuries were sus- 
tained when working on the farm where her husband 
was manager.' 

'That places a strain on my credulity which it's quite 
unable to withstand,' said Sir Matthew, as he finished 
circling the room and returned to his chair. 'And we are 
not helped by the fact that the only person known to 
have visited the farm regularly was the postman. Appar- 
ently everyone else in the village refused to venture 
beyond the front gate.' He flicked over another page of 
his notes, 

'That might have made it easier for someone to come 
in and kill Banks,' suggested Witherington. 

Sir Matthew was unable to hide his surprise as he 
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looked across 
he was in the 

ing to stamp 
power to play the one trump card in this case. 

'The next problem we face/ he went on, 'is that your 
client claims that she went blind after her husband struck 
her with a hot frying pan. Rather convenient, Mr 
Casson, wouldn't you say?' 

'The scar can still be seen clearly on the side of my 
client's face,' said Casson. 'And the doctor remains con- 
vinced that she is indeed blind.' 

'Doctors are easier to convince than prosecuting coun- 
sels and world-weary judges, Mr Casson/ said Sir 
Matthew, turning another page of his file. 'Next, when 
samples from the body were examined - and God knows 
who was willing to carry out that particular task - the 
quantity of strychnine found in the blood would have 
felled a bull elephant.' 

'That was only the opinion of the Crown's pathol- 
ogists/ said Mr Casson. 

, And one I will find hard to refute in court,' said 
, Sir Matthew, because counsel for the prosecution will 
undoubtedly ask Mrs Banks to explain why she pur- 
^ chased four grams of strychnine from an agricultural 
^ supplier in Reading shortly before her husband's death. 

^ If 1 were m his position, I would repeat that question 
over and over again/ 


at his jumoi, having almost forgotten that 
I room, 'interestmg point,' he said, unwm- 
on Witherington while he still had it in his 


'Possibly,' said Casson, checking his notes, 'but she 

tr/v hi It r a problem with 

rats, which had been killing the chickens, and she feared 
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for the other animals on the farm, not to mention their 
nine-year-old son.' 

'Ah, yes, Rupert. But he was away at boarding school 
at the time, was he not?' Sir Matthew paused. 'You see, 
Mr Casson, my problem is a simple one.' He closed his 
file. 'I don't believe her.' 

Casson raised an eyebrow. 

'Unlike her husband, Mrs Banks is a very clever 
woman. Witness the fact that she has already fooled 
several people into believing this incredible story. But I 
can tell you, Mr Casson, that she isn't going to fool me.' 

'But what can we do, Sir Matthew, if Mrs Banks insists 
that this is her case, and asks us to defend her accord- 
ingly?' asked Casson. 

Sir Matthew rose again and paced around the room 
silently, coming to a halt in front of the solicitor. 'Not 
a lot, 1 agree,' he said, reverting to a more conciliatory 
tone. 'But I do wish I could convince the dear lady to 
plead guilty to manslaughter. We'd be certain to gain 
the sympathy of any jury, after what she's been put 
through. And we can always rely on some women's 
group or other to picket the court throughout the hear- 
ing. Any judge who passed a harsh sentence on Mary 
Banks would be described as chauvinistic and sexually 
discriminatory by every newspaper leader writer in the 
land. I'd have her out of prison in a matter of weeks. 
No, Mr Casson, we must get her to change her plea.' 

'But how can we hope to do that, when she remains 
so adamant that she is innocent?' asked Casson. 

A smile flickered across Sir Matthew's face. 'Mr With- 
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jrington and I have a plan, don't we, Hugh?' he said, 
turning to Witherington for a second time. 

'Yes, Sir Matthew,' replied the young barrister, 
sounding pleased to at last have his opinion sought, even 
in this rudimentary way. As Sir Matthew volunteered 
no due as to the plan, Casson did not press the point. 

'So, when do I come face to face with our client?' 
asked Sir Matthew, turning his attention back to the 
solidtor. 

'Would eleven o'dock on Monday morning be con- 
venient?' asked Casson. 

'Where is she at the moment?' asked Sir Matthew, 
thumbing through his diary. 

'Holloway,' replied Casson. 

'Then we will be at Holloway at eleven on Monday 
morning,' said Sir Matthew. 'And to be honest with 
you, I can't wait to meet Mrs Mary Banks. That woman 
must have real guts, not to mention imagination. Mark 
my words, Mr Casson, she'll prove a worthy opponent 
for any counsel.' 


When Sir Matthew entered the interviewing room of 
Holloway Prison and saw Mary Banks for the first time, 
he was momentarily taken aback. He knew from his 
file on the case that she was thirty-seven, but the frail, 
grey-haired woman who sat with her hands resting in 
her lap looked nearer fifty. Only when he studied her 
fine cheekbones and slim figure did he see that she might 
once have been a beautiful woman. 
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Sir Matthew allowed Casson to take the seat opposite 
her at a plain formica table in the centre of an otherwise 
empty, cream-painted brick room. There was a small, 
barred window halfway up the wall that threw a shaft 
of light onto their client. Sir Matthew and his junior 
took their places on either side of the instructing solici- 
tor. Leading counsel noisily poured himself a cup of 
coffee. 

'Good morning, Mrs Banks,' said Casson. 

'Good morning, Mr Casson,' she replied, turning 
slightly to face the direction from which the voice had 
come. 'You have brought someone with you.' 

'Yes, Mrs Banks, I am accompanied by Sir Matthew 
Roberts QC, who will be acting as your defence counsel.' 

She gave a slight bow of the head as Sir Matthew 
rose from his chair, took a pace forward and said, 'Good 
morning, Mrs Banks,' then suddenly thrust out his right 
hand. 

'Good morning. Sir Matthew,' she replied, without 
moving a muscle, still looking in Casson's direction. 'I'm 
delighted that you will be representing me.' 

'Sir Matthew would like to ask you a few questions, 
Mrs Banks,' said Casson, 'so that he can decide what 
might be the best approach in your case. He will assume 
the role of counsel for the prosecution, so that you can 
get used to what it will be like when you go into the 
witness box.' 

'I understand,' replied Mrs Banks. 'I shall be happy 
to answer any of Sir Matthew's questions. I'm sure it 
won't prove difficult for someone of his eminence to 
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show that a frail, blind woman would be incapable of 
chopping up a vicious sixteen-stone man. 

'Not if that vicious sixteen-stone man was poisoned 
before he was chopped up,' said Sir Matthew quietly. 

'Which would be quite an achievement for someone 
lying in a hospital bed five miles from where the crime 
was committed,' replied Mrs Banks. 

'If indeed that was when the crime was committed,' 
responded Sir Matthew. 'You claim your blindness was 
caused by a blow to the side of your head.' 

'Yes, Sir Matthew. My husband picked up the frying 
pan from the stove while 1 was cooking breakfast, and 
struck me with it. 1 ducked, but the edge of the pan 
caught me on the left side of my face.' She touched a 
scar above her left eye that looked as if it would remain 
with her for the rest of her life. 

'And then what happened?' 

'I passed out and collapsed onto the kitchen floor. 
When I came to I could sense someone else was in the 
room. But I had no idea who it was until he spoke, when 
1 recognised the voice of Jack Pembridge, our postman. 
He carried me to his van and drove me to the local 
hospital.' 

'And it was while you were in hospital that the police 
discovered your husband's body?' 

'That is correct. Sir Matthew. After { had been in 
Parkmead for nearly nvo weeks, I asked the vicar, who 
had been to visit me every day, to try and find out hovr 
Bruce was coping without me.' 

Did you not think it surprising that vour b 7 «}-=-r;r 



hadn t been to see you once during the time you wer 
in hospital?' asked Sir Matthew, who began slowlj 
pushing his cup of coffee towards the edge of th« 
table. 

No. I had threatened to leave him on several 
occasions, and I don't think . . .' The cup fell off the 
table and shattered noisily on the stone floor. Sir 
Matthew's eyes never left Mrs Banks. 

She jumped nervously, but did not turn to look in the 
direction of the broken cup. 

'Are you all right, Mr Casson?' she asked. 

'My fault,' said Sir Matthew. 'How clumsy of me.' 

Casson suppressed a smile. Witherington remained 
unmoved. 

Please continue,' said Sir Matthew as he bent down 
picking up the pieces of china scattered across 
the floor. 'You were saying, "I don't think . . .'" 

Oh, yes,' said Mrs Banks. 'I don't think Bruce would 
have cared whether I returned to the farm or not.' 

Quite SO, said Sir Matthew after he had placed 
to en pieces on the table. 'But can you explain 
w y t e police found one of your hairs on the l.\j 
body?' dismember your husba' 

^s. Sir Matthew, I can. I v^ras chopping up so 
wood for the stove before I prepared his breakfast.' 

I hen I am bound to ask why there were no fing^ 
pnnts on the handle of the axe, Mrs Banks.' v.' 

Because I was wearing gloves. Sir Matthew. If 
ad ever worked on a farm in mid-October, you would; 
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know only too well how cold it can be at five in the 
morning.' 

This time Casson did allow himself to smile. 

'But what about the blood found on your husband's 
collar? Blood that was shown by the Crown's forensic 
scientist to match your own.' 

'You will find my blood on many things in that house, 
should you care to look closely. Sir Matthew.' 

'And the spade, the one with your fingerprints all 
over it? Had you also been doing some digging before 
breakfast that morning?' 

'No, but I would have had cause to use it every day 
the previous week.' 

'I sec,' said Sir Matthew. 'Let us now turn our atten- 
tion to something I suspect you didn't do every day, 
namely the purchase of strychnine. First, Mrs Banks, 
why did you need such a large amount? And second, why 
did you have to travel twenty-seven miles to Reading to 
purchase it?' 

'I shop in Reading every other Thursday,' Mrs Banks 
explained. 'There isn't an agricultural supplier any 
nearer.' 

Sir Matthew frowned and rose from his chair. He 
began slowly to circle Mrs Banks, while Casson watched 
her eyes. They never moved. 

When Sir Matthew was directly behind his client, he 
checked his watch. It was 11.17. He knew his timing 
had to be exact, because he had become uncomfortably 
aware that he was dealing not only with a clever woman, 
but also an extremely cunning one. Mind you, he 
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reflected, anyone who had lived for eleven years wit 
such a man as Bruce Banks would have had to be cunnin 
simply to survive. 

'You still haven't explained why you needed such 
large amount of strychnine,' he said, remaining behin 
his client. 

'We had been losing a lot of chickens,' Mrs Bani 
replied, still not moving her head. 'My husband thougl 
it was rats, so he told me to get a large quantity t 
strychnine to finish them off. "Once and for all" wei 
his exact words.' 

'But as it turned out, it was he who was finished of 
once and for all - and undoubtedly rath the sam 
poison,' said Sir Matthew quietly. 

'I also feared for Rupert's safety,' said Mrs Bank: 
ignoring her counsel's sarcasm. 

'But your son was away at school at the time, am 
not correct?' 

'Yes, you are. Sir Matthew, but he was due bach fo 
half term that weekend.' 

'Have you ever used that supplier before?' 

'Regularly,' said Mrs Banks, as Sir Matthew com 
pleted his circle and returned to face her once again. ' 
go there at least once a month, as I'm sure the manage 
will confirm.' She turned her head and faced a foot o 
so to his right. 

Sir Matthew remained silent, resisting the temptatioi 
to look at his watch. He knew it could only be a matte 
of seconds. A few moments later the door on the fa 
side of the interview room swung open and a boy o 
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about nine years of age entered. The three of them 
watched their client closely as the child walked silently 
towards her. Rupert Banks came to a halt in front of his 
mother and smiled, but received no response. He waited 
for a further ten seconds, then turned and walked back 
out, exactly as he had been instructed to do. Mrs Banks s 
eyes remained fixed somewhere between Sir Matthew 
and Mr Casson. 

The smile on Casson^s face was now almost one of 
triumph. 

Ts there someone else in the room?' asked Mrs Banks. 
T thought I heard the door open.' 

'No,' said Sir Matthew. 'Only Mr Casson and I are 
in the room.' Witherington still hadn't moved a muscle. 

Sir Matthew began to circle Mrs Banks for what he 
knew had to be the last time. He had almost come to 
believe that he might have misjudged her. When he was 
directly behind her once again, he nodded to his junior, 
who remained seated in front of her. 

Witherington removed the silk handkerchief from his 
breast pocket, slowly unfolded it, and laid it out flat on 
the table in front of him. Mrs Banks showed no reaction. 
Witherington stretched out the fingers of his right hand, 
bowed his head slightly, and paused before placing his 
right hand over his left eye. Without warning he plucked 
the eye out of its socket and placed it in the middle of 
the silk handkerchief. He left it on the table for a full 
thirty seconds, then began to polish it. Sir Matthew 
completed his circle, and observed beads of perspiration 
appearing on Mrs Banks's forehead as he sat dov/n. 
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When Witherington had finished cleaning the almond- 
shaped glass object, he slowly raised his head until he 
was staring directly at her, then eased the eye back into 
its socket. Mrs Banks momentarily turned away. She 
quickly tried to compose herself, but it was too late. 

Sir Matthew rose from his chair and smiled at his 
client. She returned the smile. 

'I must confess, Mrs Banks,' he said, 'I would feel 
much more confident about a plea of guilty to man- 
slaughter.' 
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wouldn't be allowed into any part of the theatre unless 
I could produce a ticket. 

And then I saw her. She was standing in a queue in 
front of the window marked 'Tonight's Performance', 
and was just one away from being attended to. There 
were two other customers, a young woman and a 
middle-aged man, waiting in line behind her. I quickly 
joined the queue, by which time she had reached the 
front. I leant forward and tried to overhear what 
she was sa 5 nng, but I could only catch the box office 
manager's reply: 'Not much chance with the cur- 
tain going up in a few minutes' time, madam,' he was 
saying. 'But if you leave it with me. I'll see what I 
can do.' 

She thanked him and walked off in the direction of 
the stalls. My first impression was confirmed. It didn't 
tter if you looked from the ankles up or from the 
id down - she was perfection. I couldn't take my eyes 
her, and I noticed that she was having exactly the 
le effect on several other men in the foyer- 1 wanted 
tell them all not to bother. Didn't they realise she 
; with me? Or rather, that she would be by the end 
the evening. 

\fter she had disappeared from view, I craned my 
:k to look into the booth. Her ticket had been placed 
one side. I sighed with relief as the young woman 
) places ahead of me presented her credit card and 
ked up four tickets for the dress circle, 
began to pray that the man in front of me wasn't 
king for a single. 
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'Do you have one ticket for tonight's performance? 
he asked hopefully, as the three-minute bell sounded. 
The man in the booth smiled. 

1 scowled. Should 1 knife him in the back, kick him 
in the groin, or simply scream abuse at him? 

'Where would you prefer to sit, sir? The dress circle 
or the stalls?' 

'Don't say stalls,' 1 willed. 'Say Circle . . . Circle . . . 
Circle . . .' 

'Stalls,' he said. 

'I have one on the aisle in row H,' said the man in 
the box, checking the computer screen in front of him. 
1 uttered a silent cheer as I realised that the theatre 
would be trying to sell off its remaining tickets before 
it bothered with returns handed in by members of the 
public. But then, 1 thought, how would I get around that 
problem? 

By the time the man in front of me had bought the 
ticket on the end of row H, I had my lines well rehearsed, 
and just hoped I wouldn't need a prompt. 

'Thank goodness. I thought I wasn't going to make 
it,' I began, trying to sound out of breath. The man in 
the ticket booth looked up at me, but didn't seem aD 
that impressed by my opening line. 'It was the traffic 
And then I couldn't find a parking space. My girlfriend 
may have given up on me. Did she by any chance hand 
in my ticket for resale?' 

He looked unconvinced. My dialogue obviously 

wasn't gripping him. 'Can you desenbe her?' he asked 
suspiciously. 
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'Short-cropped dark hair, hazel eyes, wearing a red 
silk dress that . . 

'Ah, yes. I remember her,' he said, almost sigh- 
ing. He picked up the ticket by his side and handed it 
to me. 

'Thank you,' I said, trying not to show my relief that 
he had come in so neatly on cue with the closing line 
from my first scene. As I hurried off in the direction of 
the stalls, I grabbed an envelope from a pile on the ledge 
beside the booth. 

I checked the price of the ticket: twenty pounds. I 
“''tracted two ten-pound notes from my wallet, put them 
the envelope, licked the flap and stuck it down. 

The girl at the entrance to the stalls checked my 
ket. 'F-ii. Six rows from the front,- on the right- 
nd side.' 

I walked slowly down the aisle until I spotted her. 
le was sitting next to an empty place in the middle of 
e row. As I made my way over the feet of those who 
:re already seated, she turned and smiled, obviously 
jased to see that someone had purchased her spare 
ket. 

I returned the smile, handed over the envelope con- 
ning my twenty pounds, and sat down beside her. 
he man in the box office asked me to give you this.' 
'Thank you.' She slipped the envelope into her 
ening bag. I was about to try the first line of my 
:ond scene on her, when the house lights faded and 
e curtain rose for Act One of the real performance. I 
Idenly realised that I had no idea what play I was 
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aware that 1 would be restricted to fifteen minutes, and 
• that there would be no second night. 

By the time the curtain came down at the end of the 
first act, I was confident of my draft text. I waited for 
the applause to die down before I turned towards her. 

'What an original production,' 1 began. 'Quite mod- 
ernistic.' 1 vaguely remembered that one of the critics 
had followed that line. 'I was lucky to get a seat at the 
last moment.' 

'I was just as lucky,' she replied. I felt encouraged. 'I 
•"ean, to find someone who was looking for a single 
ket at such short notice.' 

I nodded. 'My name's Michael Whitaker.' ■ 

'Anna Townsend,' she said, giving me a warm smile. 
'Would you like a drink?' I asked. 

'Thank you,' she replied, 'that would be nice. ' I stood 
and led her through the packed scrum that was head- 
> towards the stalls bar, occasionally glancing back to 
ike sure she was still following me. I was somehow 
peering her no longer to be there, but each time 1 
rned to look she greeted me with the same radiant 
lile. 

'What would you like?' I asked, once 1 could make 
t the bar through the crowd. 

'A dry martini, please.' 

'Stay here, and I'll be back in a moment,' I promised, 
indering just how many precious minutes would be 
sted while I had to wait at the bar. I took out a five- 
und note and held it up conspicuously, in the hope 
U the prospect of a large tip might influence the bar- 
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man's sense of direction. He spotted the money, but I 
still had to wait for another four customers to be served 
before I managed to secure the dry martini and a Scotch 
on the rocks for myself. The barman didn't deserve the 
tip I left him, but I hadn't any more time to waste 
waiting for the change. 

I carried the drinks back to the far comer of the foyer, 
where Anna stood studying her programme. She was 
silhouetted against a window, and in that stylish red silk 
dress, the light emphasised her slim, elegant figure. 

I handed her the dry martini, aware that my limited 
time had almost run out. 

'Thank you,' she said, giving me another disarming 
smile. 

'How did you come to have a spare ticket?' I asked as 
she took a sip from her drink. 

'My partner was held up on an emergency case at the 
last minute,' she explained. 'Just one of the problems of 
being a doctor.' 

'Pity. They missed a quite remarkable production,' I 
prompted, hoping to tease out of her whether her partner 
was male or female. 

'Yes,' said Anna. 'I tried to book seats when it v/as 
still at the National Theatre, but they were sold out for 
any performances I was able to make, so when a friend 
offered me two tickets at the last minute, I jumped at 
them. After all, it's coming off in a few weeks/ She 
took another sip from her martini. 'What about you?' 
she asked as the three-minute bell sounded. 

There was no such line in my scrrot. 
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'Me?' 

'Yes, Michael,' she said, a hint of teasing in her voice. 
'How did you come to be looking for a spare seat at the 
last moment?' 

'Sharon Stone was tied up for the evening, and at the 
last second Princess Diana told me that she would have 
loved to have come, but she was trying to keep a low 
profile.' Anna laughed. 'Actually, I read some of the 
crits, and I dropped in on the off-chance of picking up a 
spare ticket.' 

'And you picked up a spare woman as well,' said Anna, 
as the two-minute bell went. I wouldn't have dared to 
include such a bold line in her script - or was there a 
hint of mockery in those hazel eyes? 

'I certainly did,' I replied lightly. 'So, are you a doctor 
as well?' 

'As well as what?' asked Anna. 

'As well as your partner,' I said, not sure if she was 
still teasing. 

'Yes. I'm a GP in Fulham. There are three of us in 
the practice, but I was the only one who could escape 
tonight. And what do you do when you're not chatting 
up Sharon Stone or escorting Princess Diana to the 
theatre?' 

'I'm in the restaurant business,' I told her. 

'That must be one of the few jobs with worse hours 
and tougher working conditions than mine,' Anna said 
as the one-minute bell sounded. 

I looked into those hazel eyes and wanted to say - 
Anna, let's forget the second act: I realise the play's 
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superb, but all 1 want to do is spend the rest of the 
evening alone with you, not jammed into a aowded 
auditorium with eight hundred other people. 

'Wouldn't you agree?' 

I tried to recall what she had just said. 'I expect we 
get more customer complaints than you do,' was the 
best I could manage. 

'I doubt it,' Anna said, quite sharply. 'If you're a 
woman in the medical profession and you don't cure 
your patients within a couple of days, they immediately 
want to know if you're fully qualified.' 

I laughed, and finished my drink as a voice boomed 
over the Tannoy, 'Would the audience please take their 
seats for the second act. The curtain is about to rise.' 

'We ought to be getting back,' Anna said, placing her 
empty glass on the nearest window ledge. 

'I suppose so,' I said reluctantly, and led her in the 
opposite direction to the one in which I really wanted 
to take her. 

‘Thanks for the drink,' she said as we returned to our 
seats. 

'Small recompense,' I replied. She glanced up at me 
questioningly. 'For such a good ticket,' I explained. 

She smiled as we made our way along the row, step- 
ping awkwardly over more toes. 1 was just about to risk 
a further remark when the house lights dimmed. 

During the second act 1 turned to smile in Anna's 
direction whenever there was laughter, and was 
occasionally rewarded with a warm response. But my 
supreme moment of triumph came towards the end of 
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the act, when the detective showed the daughter a photo- 
graph of the dead woman. She gave a piercing scream, 
and the stage lights were suddenly switched off. 

Anna grabbed my- hand, but quickly released it and 
apologised. 

'Not at all,' I whispered. 'I only just stopped myself 
from doing the same thing.' In the darkened theatre, I 
couldn't tell how she responded. 

A moment later the phone on the stage rang. Every- 
one in the audience knew it must be the detective on 
the other end of the line, even if they couldn't be sure 
what he was going to say. That final scene had the whole 
house gripped. 

After the lights dimmed for the last time, the cast 
returned to the stage and deservedly received a long 
ovation, taking several curtain caUs. 

When the curtain was finally lowered, Anna turned 
to me and said, 'What a remarkable production. I'm so 
glad I didn't miss it. And I'm even more pleased that I 
didn't have to see it alone.' 

\ 'Me too,' I told her, ignoring the fact that I'd never 
planned to spend the evening at the theatre in the first 
place. 

We made our way up the aisle together as the audience 
flowed out of the theatre like a slow-moving river. I 
wasted those few precious moments discussing the 
merits of the cast, the power of the director's interpret- 
ation, the originality of the macabre set and even the 
Edwardian costumes, before we reached the double doors 
that led back out into the real world. 
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'Goodbye, Michael,' Anna said. 'Thank you for adding 
to my enjoyment of the evening.' She shook me by the 
hand. 

'Goodbye,' I said, gazing once again into those hazel 
eyes. 

She turned to go, and I wondered if I would ever see 
her again. 

'Anna,' I said. 

She glanced back in my direction. 

'If you're not doing anything in particular, would you 
care to join me for dinner . . .' 
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Thank you, michael. i'd like that.' 


I smiled, unable to mask my delight. 'Good. I know 
a little restaurant just down the road that I think you 
might enjoy.' 

'That sounds fun,' Anna said, linking her arm in mine. 
I guided her through the departing throng. 

As we strolled together down the Aldwych, Anna con- 
tinued to chat about the play, comparing it favourably 
with a production she had seen at the Haymarket some 
years before. 

When we reached the Strand I pointed to a large grey 
double door on the other side of the road. 'That's it,' I 


said. We took advantage of a red Ught to weave our way 
through the temporarily stationary traffic, and after we d 
reached the far pavement I pushed one of the grey doors 
open to allow Anna through. It began to rain just as we 
stepped inside. I led her down a flight of stairs into^ 
basement restaurant buzzing with the talk 
had just come out of theatres, and waiters dashing' F 
In both hands, from table tn table. * A 


1 11 be impressed if you 
S3id, eyeing a group of wc 
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'I'm glad you like it/ I said. 'It's a Barolo.' 

'You were saying, Michael? You started life as a 
waiter . . .' 

'Yes, then I moved into the kitchens for about five 
years, and finally ended up on the management side. 
How's the fettudni?' 

'It's delicious. Almost melts in your mouth. ' She took 
another sip of her wine. 'So, if you're not cooking, and 
no longer a waiter, what do you do now?' 

'Well, at the moment I'm running three restaurants 
in the West End, which means I never stop dashing 
from one to the other; depending on which is facing the 
biggest crisis on that particular day.' 

'Sounds a bit like ward duty to me,' said Anna. 'So 
who turned out to have the biggest crisis today?' 

'Today, thank heaven, was not t3^ical,' I told her with 
feeling. 

'That bad?' said Anna. 

'Yes, I'm afraid so. We lost a chef this morning who 
cut off the top of his finger, and won't be back at work 
for at least a fortnight. My head waiter in our second 
restaurant is off, claiming he has 'flu, and I've just had 
to sack the barman in the third for fiddling the books. 
Barmen always fiddle the books, of course, but in this 
case even the customers began to notice what he was up 
to.' I paused. 'But I still wouldn't want to be in any 
other business.' 

'In the circumstances. I'm amazed you were able to 
take the evening off.' 

'I shouldn't have, really, and I wouldn't have. 
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except - . I trailed off as I leaned over and topped up 

Anna's glass. 

'Except what?' she said. 

'Do you want to hear the truth?' I asked as I poured 
the remains of the wine into my own glass. 

'I'll try that for starters/ she said. 

1 placed the empty bottle on the side of the table, and 
hesitated, but only for a moment. 'I was driving to one 
of my restaurants earlier this evening, when I spotted 
you going into the theatre. 1 stared at you for so lonj 
that I nearly aashed into the back of the car in front o 
me. Then I swerved across the road into the neares 
parking space, and the car behind almost crashed inti 
me. I leapt out, ran all the way to the theatre, ani 
‘^"arched everywhere until I saw you standing in th 
leue for the box office. I joined the line and watche 
3U hand over your spare ticket. Once you were safe! 
jt of sight, I told the box office manager that you hadn' 
<pected me to make it in time, and that you might hav 
ut my ticket up for resale. After I'd described yoi 
ihich I was able to do in great detail, he handed it ove 
dthout so much as a murmur.' 

Anna put down her glass of wine and stared across a 
tie with a look of incredulity. 'I'm glad he fell for you 
tory,' she said. 'But should I?' 

'Yes, you should. Because then I put two ten-pounc 
lotes into a theatre envelope and took the place next tc 

mu. The rest you already know.' I waited to see hov. 
the would react. 

She didn't speak for 


some time. 'I'm flattered,' she 
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eventually said, and touched my hand. 'I didn't realise 
there were any old-fashioned romantics left in the 
world.' She squeezed my fingers and looked me in the 
eyes. 'Am I allowed to ask what you have planned for 
the rest of the evening?' 

'Nothing has been planned so far,' I admitted. 'Which 
is why it's all been so refreshing.' 

'You make me sound like an After Eight mint,' said 
Anna with a laugh. 

'I can think of at least three replies to that,' I told her 
as Mario reappeared, looking a little disappointed at the 
sight of the half-empty plates. 

'Was ever5rthing all right, sir?' he asked, sounding 
anxious. 

'Couldn't have been better,' said Anna, who hadn't 
stopped looking at me. 

'Would you like some coffee?' I asked. 

'Yes,' said Anna. 'But perhaps we could have it some- 
where a little less crowded.' 

I was so taken by surprise that it was several moments 
before I recovered. I was beginning to feel that I was no 
longer in control. Anna rose from her place and said, 
'Shall we go?' I nodded to Mario, who just smiled. 

Once we were back out on the street, she linked her 
arm with mine as we retraced our steps along the 
Aldwych and past the theatre, 

'It's been a wonderful evening,' she was saying as we 
reached the spot where I had left my car. 'Until you 
arrived on the scene it had been a ra^er dull day, but 
you've changed all that.' 
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civilised.' I smiled to myself, wondering if she was teas- 
ing me again. 

I found out immediately. 'By the way,' she said, 'I 
assume that was one of your restaurants we had dinner 
at.' 

'Yes, it was,' 1 said sheepishly. 

'That explains how you got a table so easily when it 
was packed out, why the waiter knew it was a Barolo 
you wanted without your having to ask, and how you 
could leave without paying the bill.' 

I was beginning to wonder if I would always be a yard 
behind her. 

'Was it the missing waiter, the four-and-a-half- 
fingered chef, or the crooked bartender?' 

'The crooked bartender,' I replied, laughing. 'But I 
sacked him this afternoon, and I'm afraid his deputy 
didn't look as if he was coping all that well,' I explained 
as I turned right off Millbank, and began to search for 
a parking space. 

'And I thought you only had eyes for me/ sighed 
Anna, 'when all the time you were looking over my 
shoulder and checking on what the deputy barman was 
up to.' 

'Not all the time,' ! said as I manoeuvred the car into 
the only space left in the mews where I lived. I got out 
of the car and walked round to Anna's side, opened the 
door and guided her to the house. 

As I closed the door behind us, Anna put her arms 
around my neck and looked up into my eyes. I leaned 
down and kissed her for the first time. When she broke 
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away, all she said was, 'Don't let's bother with coffee, 
Michael.' I slipped off my jacket, and led her upstairs 
and into my bedroom, praying that it hadn t been the 
housekeeper's day off. When I opened the door I was 
relieved to find that the bed had been made and the room 
was tidy. 

'I'll just be a moment,' I said, and disappeared into 
the bathroom. As I cleaned my teeth, I began to wonder 
if it was all a dream. When I returned to the bed- 
room, would I discover she didn't exist? I dropped the 
toothbrush into its mug and went back to the bedroom. 
Where was she? My eyes followed a trail of discarded 
clothes that led all the way to the bed. Her head was 
propped up on the pillow. Only a sheet covered her 
body. 

I quickly took off my clothes, dropping them where 
they fell, and switched off the main lights, so that only 
the one by the bed remained aglow. I slid under the 
sheets to join her. I looked at her for several seconds 
before I took her in my arms. I slowly explored every 
part of her body, as she began to kiss me again. I couldn't 
believe that anyone could be that exciting, and at the 
same time so tender. When we finally made love, I knew 
I never wanted this woman , to leave me. 

She lay in my arms for some time before either of us 
spoke. Then I began talking about anything that came 
into my head. I confided my hopes, my dreams, even 
my worst anxieties, with a freedom I had never experi- 
enced with anyone before. I wanted to share everything 
with her. ° 
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And then she leaned across and began kissing me once 
again, first on the lips, then the neck and chest, and as 
she slowly continued down my body I thought I would 
explode. The last thing I remember was turning off the 
light by my bed as the clock on the hall table chimed 
one. 

When I woke the following morning, the first rays of 
sunlight were already shining through the lace curtains, 
and the glorious memory of the night before was 
instantly revived. I turned lazily to take her in my arms, 
but she was no longer there. 

'Anna?' I cried out, sitting bolt upright. There was no 
reply. I flicked on the light by the side of the bed, and 
glanced across at the bedside clock. It was 7.29. I was 
about to jump out of bed and go in search of her when 
I noticed a scribbled note wedged under a comer of the 
clock. 

I picked it up, read it slowly, and smiled. 

'So will I,' I said, and lay back on the pillow, thinking 
about what I should do next. I decided to send her a 
dozen roses later that morning, eleven white and one 
red. Then I would have a red one delivered to her on 
the hour, every hour, until I saw her again. 

After I had showered and dressed, I roamed aimlessly 
around the house. I wondered how quickly I could per- 
suade Anna to move in, and what changes she would 
want to make. Heaven knows, I thought as I walked 
through to the kitchen, clutching her note, the place 
could do with a woman's touch. 

As I ate breakfast I looked up her number in the tele- 
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phone directory, instead of reading the morning paper. 
There it was, just as she had said. Dr Townsend, listing 
a surgery number in Parsons Green Lane where she 
could be contacted between nine and six. There was a 
second number, but deep black lettering requested that 
it should only be used in case of emergencies. 

Although 1 considered my state of health to be an 
emergency, I dialled the first number, and waited 
impatiently. All I wanted to say was, 'Good morning, 
darling. I got your note, and can we make last night the 
first of many?' 

A matronly voice answered the phone. 'Dr Towns- 
end's surgery.' 

'Dr Townsend, please/ I said, 

'Which one?' she asked. 'There are three Dr Towns- 
ends in the practice - Dr Jonathan, Dr Anna and Dr 
Elizabeth.' 

'Dr Anna,' 1 replied. 

'Oh, Mrs Townsend/ she said. 'I'm sorry, but 
, she's not available at the moment. She's just taken 
I; the children off to school, and after that she has to go 

, to the airport to pick up her husband. Dr Jonathan, 

who's returning this morning from a medical confer- 
^ cnce in Minneapolis. I'm not expecting her back for 
least a couple of hours. Would you like to leave a 
P message?' 

There was a long silence before the matronly voice 
asked, 'Are you still there?' I placed the receiver back 
on the hook without replying, and looked sadly down at 
the hand-written note by the side of the phone. 
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Dear Michael, 

I will remember tonight for the rest of my 
Thank you. 

Anna 



Burnt 
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forward to finding out all about the restaurant busi- 
ness. Perhaps we'II meet again sometime, whenever 
my husband next leaves me in the lurch. Goodbye, 
Michael. ' 

'Goodbye, Anna.' 

I watched them climb into the back of a taxi together, 
and wished Jonathan would drop dead in front of me. 
He didn't, so I began to retrace my steps back to the 
spot where I had abandoned my car. 'You're a lucky 
man, Jonathan Townsend,' was the only observation I 
made. But no one was listening. 

The next word that came to my lips was 'Damn!' I 
repeated it several times, as there was a distressingly 
large space where I was certain I'd left my car. 

I walked up and down the street in case I'd forgotten 
where I'd parked it, cursed again, then marched off in 
search of a phone box, unsure if my car had been stolen 
or towed away. There was a pay phone just around the 
comer in Kingsway. I picked up the handset and jabbed 
three nines into it. 

'Which service do you require? Fire, Police or Ambu- 
lance,' a voice asked. 

'Police,' I said, and was immediately put through to 
another voice. 

'Charing Cross Police Station. What is the nature of 
your enquiry?' 

'I think my car has been stolen.' 

'Can you tell me the make, colour and registration 
number please, sir.' 

'It's a red Ford Fiesta, registration H107 SHV.' 
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Hiere was a long pause, during wtueh 1 could hear 

other voices talking in the background. 

'No, it hasn't been stolen, sir,' said the officer when 
he came back on the Une. 'The car was iUegally parked 
on a double yellow line. It's been removed and taken to 
the Vauxhall Bridge Pound.' 

'Can I pick it up now?' I asked sulkily. 

'Certdnly, sir. How will you be getting there? 

'I'll take a taxi.' 

'Then just ask the driver for the Vauxhall Bridge 
Pound. Once you get there, you'll need some form 
of identification, and a cheque for £105 with a banker' s 
card - that is if you don't have the full amount in 
cash.' 

'£105?' I repeated in disbelief. 

'That's correct, sir.' 

I slammed the phone down just as it started to rain. 

I scurried back to the comer of the Aldwych in search 
of a taxi, only to find that they were all being comman- 
deered by the hordes of people still hanging around out- 
side the theatre. 

I put my collar up and nipped across the road, dodging 
between the slow-moving traffic. Once I had reached the 
far side, I continued running until I found an over- 
hanging ledge broad enough to shield me from the 
blustery rain. 

1 shivered, and sneezed several times before an empty 
cab eventually came to my rescue. 

'Vau^all Bridge Pound,' I told the driver as 1 
jumped in. 
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'Bad luck, mate,' said the cabbie, 'You're my second 
this evening.' - 

I frowned. 

As the taxi manoeuvred its way slowly through the 
rainswept post-theatre traffic and across Waterloo 
Bridge, the driver began chattering away. I just about 
managed monosyllabic replies to his opinions on the 
weather, John Major, the England cricket team and 
foreign tourists. With each new topic, his forecast 
became ever more gloomy. 

When we reached the car pound I passed him a ten- 
pound note and waited in the rain for my change. Then 
I dashed off in the direction of a little Portakabin, where 
I was faced by my second queue that evening. This one 
was considerably longer than the first, and I knew that 
when I eventually reached the front of it and paid for 
my ticket, I wouldn't be rewarded with any memorable 
entertainment. When my turn finally came, a burly 
policeman pointed to a form sellotaped to the counter. 

I followed its instructions to the letter, first producing 
my driving licence, then writing out a cheque for £105, 
payable to the Metropolitan Police. I handed them both 
over, with my cheque card, to the policeman, who 
towered over me. The man's sheer bulk was the only 
reason I didn't suggest that perhaps he ought to have 
more important things to do with his time, like catching 
drug dealers. Or even car thieves. 

'Your vehicle is in the far comer,' said the officer, 
pointing into the distance, over row upon row of cars. 

'Of course it is,' I replied. I stepped out of the Porta- 
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kabin and back into the rain, dodging puddles as I ran 
between the lines of cars. I didn't stop until I reached 
the farthest comer of the pound. It still took me several 
more minutes to locate my red Ford Fiesta - one disad- 
vantage, I thought, of owning the most popular car in 
Britain. 

I unlocked the door, squelched down onto the front 
seat, and sneezed again. I turned the key in the ignition, 
but the engine barely turned over, letting out only the 
occasional splutter before giving up altogether. Then I 
remembered I hadn't switched the sideUghts off when I 
made my unscheduled dash for the theatre. I uttered a 
string of expletives that only partly expressed my true 
feelings. 

I watched as another figure came running across the 
pound towards a Range Rover parked in the row in front 
of me, I quickly wound down my window, but he had 
driven off before 1 could shout the magic words 'jump 
leads'. I got out and retrieved my jump leads from 
the boot, walked to the front of the car, raised the 
bonnet, and attached the leads to the battery. I began 
to shiver once again as I settled down for another 
wait. 

1 couldn t get Anna out of my mind, but accepted that 
the only thing I'd succeeded in picking up that evening 
was the 'flu. 

In tW following forty rain-drenched minutes, three 
prople passed by before a young black man asked, 'So 
what s the trouble, man ?' Once I had explained my prob- 
lem he manoeuvred his old van alongside my car, then 
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raised his bonnet and attached the jump leads to his 
battery. When he switched on his ignition, my engine 
began to turn over. 

'Thanks,' I shouted, rather inadequately, once I'd 
revved the engine several times. 

'My pleasure, man,' he replied, and disappeared into 
the night. 

As I drove out of the car pound I switched on my 
radio, to hear Big Ben striking twelve. It reminded me 
that I hadn't turned up for work that night. The first 
thing I needed to do, if I wanted to keep my job, was to 
come up with a good excuse. I sneezed again, and decided 
on the 'flu. Although they'd probably taken the last 
orders by now, Gerald wouldn't have closed the kitchens 
yet. 

I peered through the rain, searching the pavements 
for a pay phone, and eventually spotted a row of three 
outside a post office. I stopped the car and jumped out, 
but a cursory inspection revealed that they'd all been 
vandalised. I climbed back into the car and continued 
my search. After dashing in and out of the rain several 
times, I finally spotted a single phone box on the comer 
of Warwick Way that looked as if it might just be in 
working order. 

I dialled the restaurant, and waited a long time for 
someone to answer. 

'Laguna 50,' said an Italian-sounding young girl. 

'Janice, is that you? It's Mike.' 

'Yes, it's me, Mike,' she whispered, reverting to her 
Lambeth accent. 'I'd better warn you that every time 
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your name's been mentioned this evening, Gerald picks 
up the nearest meat-axe/ 

'Why?' 1 asked. 'You've still got Nick in the kitchen 
to see you through.' 

'Nick chopped the top off one of his fingers earlier 
this evening, and Gerald had to take him to hospital. I 
was left in charge. He's not best pleased.' 

'Oh, hell,' I said. 'But I've got . . .' 

'The sack,' said another voice, and this one wasn t 
whispering. 

'Gerald, I can explain . . .' 

'Why you didn't turn up for work this evening?' 

I sneezed, then held my nose. 'I've got the 'flu. If 
I'd come in tonight I would have given it to half the 
customers.' 

'Would you?' said Gerald. 'Well, 1 suppose that might 
have been marginally worse than giving it to the girl 
who was sitting next to you in the theatre.' 

'What do you mean?' 1 asked, letting go of my nose. 

. 'Exactly what I said, Mike. You see, unfortunately for 
you, a couple of our regulars were two rows behind you 
at the Aldwych. They enjoyed the show almost as much 
as you seemed to, and one of them added, for good 
measure, that he thought your date was "absolutely 
stunning".' 

'He must have mistaken me for someone else,' I said, 
trying not to sound desperate. 

'He may have done, Mike, but I haven't. You're 
sacked, and don't even think about coming in to collect 
your pay packet, because there isn't one for a head waiter 
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raised his bonnet and attached the jump leads to his 
battery. When he switched on his ignition, my engine 
began to turn over. 

Thanks,' I shouted, rather inadequately, once I'd 
revved the engine several times. 

'My pleasure, man,' he replied, and disappeared into 
the night. 

As I drove out of the car pound I switched on my 
radio, to hear Big Ben striking twelve. It reminded me 
that I hadn't turned up for work that night. The first 
thing I needed to do, if I wanted to keep my job, was to 
come up with a good excuse. I sneezed again, and decided 
on the 'flu. Although they'd probably taken the last 
. orders by now, Gerald wouldn't have closed the kitchens 
yet. 

I peered through the rain, searching the pavements 
for a pay phone, and eventually spotted a row of three 
outside a post office. I stopped the car and jumped out, 
but a cursory inspection revealed that they'd all been 
vandalised. I climbed back into the car and continued 
my search. After dashing in and out of the rain several 
\ times, I finally spotted a single phone box on the comer 
of Warwick Way that looked as if it might just be in 
working order. 

I dialled the restaurant, and waited a long time for 
someone to answer. 

'Laguna 50,' said an Italian-sounding young girl. 

'Janice, is that you? It's Mike.' 

'Yes, it's me, Mike,' she whispered, reverting to her 
Lambeth accent. 'I'd better warn you that every time 
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your name's been mentioned this evening, Gerald picks 
up the nearest meat-axe.' 

'Why?' 1 asked. 'You've still got Nick in the kitchen 
to see you through.' 

'Nicic chopped the top oil one ol his fingers earlier 
this evening, and Gerald had to take him to hospital. 1 
was left in charge. He's not best pleased.' 

'Oh, hell,' I said. 'But I've got . . .' 

'The sack,' said another voice, and this one wasn't 
whispering. 

'Gerald, I can explain . . .' 

'Why you didn't turn up lor work this evening?' 

I sneezed, then held my nose. 'I've got the 'flu. If 
I'd come in tonight I would have given it to half the 
customers.' 

'Would you?' said Gerald. 'Well, I suppose that might 
have been marginally worse than giving it to the girl 
who was sitting next to you in the theatre.' 

'What do you mean?' I asked, letting go ol my nose. 

. ‘Exactly what I said, Mike. You see, unfortunately for 
you, a couple of our regulars were two rows behind you 
at the Aldwych. They enjoyed the show almost as much 
as you seemed to, and one of them added, for good 
measure, that he thought your date was "absolutely 
stunning".' 

'He must have mistaken me for someone else,' I said, 
trying not to sound desperate. 

'He may have done, Mike, but I haven't. You're 
sacked, and don't even think about coming in to collect 
your pav packet, bpcausp tliprp 5cn'f ono j 
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who'd rather take some bimbo to the theatre than do a 
night's work/ The line went dead, 

I hung up the phone and started muttering obscenities 
under my breath as I walked slowly back towards my 
car. I was only a dozen paces away from it when a young 
lad jumped into the front seat, switched on the ignition, 
and lurched hesitatingly into the centre of the road in 
what sounded horribly like third gear. I chased after the 
retreating car, but once the youth began to accelerate, 1 
knew I had no hope of catching him. 

I ran all the way back to the phone box, and dialled 
999 once again. 

'Fire, Police or Ambulance?' I was asked for a second 
time that night. 

'Police,' I said, and a moment later I was put through 
to another voice. 

. 'Belgravia Police Station. What is the nature of your 
enquiry?' 

'I've just had my car stolen!' I shouted. 

'Make, model and registration number please, sir.' 

'It's a red Ford Fiesta, registration H 107 SHV.' 

I waited impatiently. 

'It hasn't been stolen, sir. It was illegally parked on a 
double . . .' 

'No it wasn't!' I shouted even more loudly. 'I paid 
£105 to get the damn thing out of the Vauxhall Bridge 
Pound less than half an hour ago, and I've just seen it 
being driven off by a joyrider while I was making a 
phone call.' 

'Where are you, sir?' 
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'In a phone box on the comer of Vauxhall Bridge Road 
and Warwick Way.' 

'And in which direction was the car travelling when 
you last saw it?' asked the voice. 

'North up Vauxhall Bridge Road.' 

'And what is your home telephone number, sir?' 

'081 290 4820.' 

'And at work?' 

'Like the car, 1 don't have a job any longer.' 

'Right, I'll get straight onto it, sir. We'll be in touch 
with you the moment we have any news.' 

I put the phone down and thought about what I should 
do next. I hadn't been left with a great deal of choice. 1 
hailed a tajd and asked to be taken to Victoria, and was 
relieved to find that this driver showed no desire to offei 
any opinions on anything during the short journey tc 
the station. When he dropped me I passed him my las 
note, and patiently waited while he handed over ever 
last penny of my change. He also muttered an expletiv 
or two. I bought a ticket for Bromley with my fev 
remaining coins, and went in search of the platform. 

'You've just about made it, mate,' the ticket coUectc 
told me. 'The last train's due in at any minute.' But 
still had to wait for another tv/enty minutes on the cob 
empty platform before the last train eventually pull< 
into the station. By then I had memorised every adve 
tisement in sight, from Guinness to Mates, while co; 
tinuing to sneeze at regular intervals. 

When the train came to a halt and the doors squelch 
open I took a seat in a carriage near the front. It w 
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another ten minutes before the engine lurched into 
action, and another forty before it finally pulled into 
Bromley station. 

I emerged into the Kent night a few minutes before 
one o'clock, and set off in the direction of my little 
terraced house. 

Twenty-five minutes later, I staggered up the short 
path to my front door. I began to search for my keys, 
then remembered that I'd left them in the car ignition. 
I didn't have the energy even to swear, and began to 
grovel around in the dark for the spare front-door 
key that was always hidden under a particular stone. 
But which one? At last I found it, put it in the lock, 
turned it and pushed the door open. No sooner had I 
stepped inside than the phone on the hall table began 
to ring. 

I grabbed the receiver. 

'Mr Whitaker?' 

'Speaking.' 

'This is the Belgravia police. We've located your car, 
sir, and . . .' 

X 'Thank God for that,' I said, before the officer had a 
^ chance to finish the sentence. 'Where is it?' 

'At this precise moment, sir, it's on the back of a 
pick-up lorry somewhere in Chelsea. It seems the lad 
who nicked it only managed to travel a mile or so before 
he hit the kerb at seventy, and bounced straight into a 
wall. Tm sorry to have to inform you, sir, that your 
car's a total write-off.' 

'A total write-off ?' I said in disbelief. 


370 



ONE man's meat . . . 

'Yes, sir. The garage who towed it away has been 
given your number, and they'll be in touch with you 
first thing in the morning.' 

I couldn't think of any comment worth maldng. 

'The good news is we've caught the lad who nicked 
it,' continued the police officer. 'The bad news is that 
he's only fifteen, doesn't have a driver's licence, and, of 
course, he isn't insured.' 

'That's not a problem,' I said. 'I'm fully insured 
myself.' 

'As a matter of interest, sir, did you leave your keys 
in the ignition?' 

'Yes, 1 did. I was just making a quick phone call, and 
thought I'd only be away from the car for a couple of 
minutes.' 

'Then I think it's unlikely you'll be covered by your 
insurance, sir.' 

'Not covered by my insurance? What are you talking 
about?' 

'It's standard policy nowadays not to pay out i: 
you leave your keys in the ignition. You'd bette: 
check, sir,' were the officer's final words before ringini 
off. 

I put the phone down and wondered what else coul 
possibly go wrong. I slipped off my jacket and began t 
climb the stairs, but came to a sudden halt when I sai 
my wife waiting for me on the landing. 

'Maureen . . .' I began. 

You can tell me later why the car is a total write-off 
she said, but not until you've explained why you didn 
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turn up for work this evening, and just who this "classy 
tart" is that Gerald said you were seen with at the 
theatre.' 



Overdone 




red herrings 

".t 

/fl don't expect ySii^be able to get a table here if you 
jjayen't booked/ said^na, eyeing a group of would-be 
ftustomers who were clustered round the bar, impatiently 
IwMting for someone tO'f|ave. 

\ ■''Don't worry about^that,' L said with bravado, and 
sWde, across to-thp^reservations desk. I waved a hand 
imperiously at the;head waiter, who was taking a cus- 
tomer's order. I only hoped he would recognise me. 

I turned round to smile at Anna, but she didn't look 
too impressed. 

After the waiter had taken the order, he walked slowly 
over to me. 'How may I help you, sir?' he asked. 

'Can you manage a table for two, Victor?' 

'Victor's off tonight, sir. Have you booked?' 

'No, I haven't, but . . .' 

The head waiter checked the list of reservations and 
then looked at his watch. 'I might be able to fit you in 
around 11.15 - 11.30 at the latest,' he said, not sounding 
too hopeful. 

'No sooner?' I pleaded. 'I don't think we can wait that 
long.' Anna nodded her agreement. 

'I'm afraid not, sir,' said the head waiter. 'We are 
fully booked until then.' 

'As I expected,' said Anna, turning to leave. 

Once again I had to hurry to keep up with her. As 
we stepped out onto the pavement I said, 'There's a little 
Italian restaurant I know not far from here, where I can 
always get a table. Shall we risk it?' 

'Can't see that we've got a lot of choice,' replied Anna. 
'Which direction this time?' 
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ONE MAN^S MEAT ... 

'Just up the road to the right/ I said as a clap of 
thunder heralded an imminent downpour. 

'Damn/ said Anna, placing her handbag over her head 

for protection. 

'I'm sorry,' I said, looking up at the black clouds. 'It's 

my fault. I should have . . .' 

'Stop apologising all the time, Michael. It isn t your 

fault if it starts to rain.' 

1 took a deep breath and tried again. 'We'd better 
make a dash for it,' -I said desperately. 'I don't expect 
we'll be able to pick up a taxi in this weather.' 

This at least secured her ringing endorsement. I began 
running up the road, and Anna followed closely behind. 
The rain was getting heavier and heavier, and although 
we couldn't have had more than seventy yards to cover, 
we were both soaked by the time we reached the res- 
taurant. 

I sighed wdth rehef when I opened the door and found 
the dining room was half-empty, although I suppose I 
should have been annoyed. I turned and smiled hope- 
fully at Anna, but she was still frowning. 

'Everything all right?' I asked. 

'Fine. It's just that my father had a theory about 
restaurants that were half-empty at this time of 
night.' 

I looked quizzically at my guest, but decided not to 
make any comment about her eye make-up, which was 

beginning to run, or her hair, which had come loose at 
the edges. 

I d better carry out some repair work. I'll only be a 



turn in ever decreasing circles around her breasts 
until they were gently nipping her nipples. ‘Vincent 
was telling me what to do.’ 

‘Vincent?’ 

‘Mm. The little man I was with. He’s a psychic. 
You know? He could tell which cards were going to 
come out before the croupier turned them over.’ 

Paris stopped his caresses and stared at her. ‘Are 
you kidding me?’ 

Maria smiled. ‘No. How else do you think I won?’ 

‘What went wrong towards the end?’ he asked, not 
sure yet whether he believed the outrageous story. 
Briefly Maria told him her theories and Paris 
shrugged. ‘That’s easily solved. Just go to another 
casino.’ 

‘Uh-tih.’ She shook her head so hard that her hair 
splayed across his cheek, and a firm scowl settled 
across her satiated, softened face. ‘It has to be the 
Droit de Seigneur. I want to break Aim, not the 
casino.’ 

‘Him?’ 

‘Wayne D’Arville.’ 

Paris looked away quickly, his eyes thoughtful. His 
oice was almost a whisper when he said, ‘What do 
you have against him?’ 

Maria slowly expelled her breath, fighting a brief 
battle inside herself. On the one hand it was crazy to 
give away her plans to a stranger. But on the other 
hand, with the afterglow of her climax still rippling in 
her body, the comfort and closeness of lying in his 
arms gave her a nagging urge to tell him everything. 
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Trust won out over cynicism. ‘He’s my father,’ she 
said simply, and turned to find the dark, caressing 
eyes looking at her oddly. Suprisingly they were not 
accusatory, just puzzled and questioning. 

‘What did he do to you?’ 

It took her an hour to relate her life history, and 
she found it both therapeutic and cleansing to talk, 
glorying at the intimacy possible only between 
lovers. She had a man of her own now - a real lover 
to talk to in the early-morning hours, to love and lie 
beside for the rest of her life. The thought made her 
glow deep inside. 

When she had finished he was silent for a long 
while. Finally, she turned to him and said, a question 
in her voice, ‘You don’t seem surprised.’ 

Paris took only a few minutes to explain the reason 
they were there. Maria gasped as she heard about her 
grandfather - a concentration camp commandant. It 
left her feeling oddly disorientated. She hadn’t 
thought anybody could be worse than Wayne. Now 
she knew where her father had inherited his treachery 
and cruelty. 

It was four o’clock in the morning before they were 
talked out, both knowing every intimate detail their 
partner could think of about childhood, home life, 
country, customs, personal favourites and ideals. 
Knowing her favourite colour was pink, his 
orange, they were free to discuss less interesting 
topics. Such as what Maria could do about her plan 
now. 

She sighed dejcaedly in the darkness. ‘I don’t see 



what we can do. Vince can’t help if they change the 
cards at the last second.’ 

Paris looked up at the ceiling, a thought formulat- 
ing in his brain, and he slowly began to smile. ‘You’re 
wrong, you know,’ he said softly. ‘There is something 
we can do. Or rather, something the Gaming Com- 
mission can do.’ 

The next night they were back. Antoine called in 
Wayne immediately. The scene was almost an exact 
repeat of the night before, with the same crowd 
clustering around the same table. Except that now 
there was an extra spectator at the forefront, dressed 
inconspicuously in a dark suit. Only Antoine and the 
croupiers noticed him, and it was Antoine’s 
dubious privilege to point him out to Wayne and 
explain the trouble the man’s presence was causing 
them. 

Wayne listened in tight-lipped frustration to 
‘i^toine’s words, then glanced at the Gaming 

ommission agent and frowned. The girl was win- 
ning heavily, and there was not a damned thing he 
could do about it. Any misdeal by the croupier would 
be spotted immediately by the Gaming Commission 
expert, resulting in a heavy fine, maybe even a 
revoked licence. 

Monte Carlo was proud of its ‘honest’ games. It 
gave Wayne no satisfaction at all to realize that the 
Commission’s man could no more make out how the 
girl was winning than he could. ‘When she’s finished, 
have her come to my office. Keep closing the tables. 
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satisfaction as he leaned back in his chair. She had 
him! She had him now! The glory of it made her want 
to leap up and dance arovmd the room. 

Wayne saw the glow banked deep in the eyes and 
slowly straightened. This was personal. Suddenly he 
knew it, though he couldn’t see how, and on top of 
that thought came another realization. He had seen 
her before. He knew he had. He frowned, scraping 
through his memory without success. ‘Tell me, 
Miss . . .’ Again Maria remained stubbornly mute. 
‘Just how much is it going to cost me to have you go 
elsewhere?’ 

He reached into his desk where he withdrew a 
small strongbox. He opened it up with quick, precise 
movements, and turned it around, so that she could 
see the notes stacked inside. 

Maria slowly leaned back and allowed herself a 
brief, ironic laugh. ‘There’s not enough money in 
-.,_this world that’ll make me back off,’ she warned him, 

• ! • »wly straightening her spine so that she was ram- 

d-straight in the chair, her face pinched into a 
■ght, vengeful mask. Even so, she realized that he 
looked more amused and curious than worried. 

‘I intend to come back . . .’ she said softly ‘. . . 
night after night . . .’ she enunciated each word 
clearly . . imtil Tve broken this bank . . she 
slowly stood up ‘. . . this casino . . .’ she leaned 
across the desk, her breasts rising and falling with 
every panting breath she took . . and you . . . 
Father. 

Wayne’s face froze into immobility at that last 
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word. In a tidal wave, memory returned. ‘Maria 
he said softly. 

Maria tossed back her waving mane of black ha 
and walked to the door where she paused with h( 
hand on the door handle, staring at the handson 
man as still as a statue behind the imposing desk. 

‘See you tomorrow night for another half-miliioi 
Daddy dearest!’ 
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G 

CHAPTER 19 


Gemma checked her appearance as she passed the 
seven-foot mirror that graced the reception hall of 
the Chemin de Fer, the hottest restaurant in town. 
Then she glanced into the dimly lit interiors where 
candles and ornate silver wall-lamps were the only 
providers of light. She ignored the elegant man 
standing behind a podium, checking her reserva- 
tion. Instead her eyes turned again to the huge 
mirror, just to make sure she looked perfect. To- 
_ night was the night - she could feel it in her bones. 
She’d dined at the restaurant three times so far, 
knowing that sooner or later he’d come. Everyone 
came to the Chemin de Fer eventually. 

Her reflection reassured her that she did indeed 
look perfect. The dress was strapless, sleeveless, 
backless and almost frontless. Oirly two scarlet diag- 
onal swathes cut across her breasts, revealing the 
sides of two perfect white orbs before meeting in a 
diamond cut at her tiny waist. From there, accordion 
pleats fell to the ground with seemingly out-of-place- 
modesty, the cleverness of the design only becoming 
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apparent when she walked, for then side splits at both 
thighs revealed practically all of her legs. The dress 
came with matching scarlet panties, and was one of 
Valentine’s latest designs. She hoped the man recov- 
ered soon - no one could design drop-dead-gorgeous 
gowns like Valentine. The last she’d heard, he and his 
wife were ‘improving’ in hospital, so it looked hope- 
ful. To do the gown justice, she wore three-inch-high 
silver shoes, and silver and rubies glittered in her ears 
and in a choker at her throat. Silver eyeshadow and 
evening bag completed the look, along with deep 
ruby-red lips and dark, penetrating eyes. Yes. To- 
night had to be the night. 

‘You have your . . . usual table, mademoiselle.’ The 
concierge fmally condescended to admit her, and 
Gemma almost laughed aloud, so obvious was his 
disapproval of a lady dining alone. Well, to hell with 
dim, and to all the rest of the sheep. She was her own 
woman, and if she wanted to eat alone she would. 
Besides, Paris was too busy with his latest little pet to 
iccompany her. Gemma frowned as she walked into 
he room. There was something about this Spanish 
jirl that was different. She could sense it when she 
law them together. Paris had introduced her yester- 
lay morning, and Gemma detected a nervousness in 
he girl that was unexpected. She was overly anxious 
o be friendly, needing too much for Gemma to like 
ler. And as for Paris ... He looked as if he’d been hit 
>y an express train. Could it be love? 

Her Noughts suddenly jerked to a halt, her body 
Imost following suit. There, at the best table of the 
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house, Wayne D’Arville was reading a menu. Her 
eyes made a quick inventory of the woman sitting 
next to him. Tall, blonde, slender. Gemma smiled. 
The hair was bleached, the nails and breasts were 
false and the body was like a beanpole. No match for 
her. 

^Mademoiselle}" the waiter prompted her. Gemma 
gave him a short, sharp look, then left the man open- 
mouthed as she moved away from her paltry table 
tucked into a dark comer near the kitchen, and 
headed for the centre table stood on a small dais. 
Wayne caught a glimpse of dazzling scarlet out of the 
comer of his eye and looked around. Gemma felt the 
blue irises contract slightly, and shivered as he 
watched her approach. His hair, in the candle and 
lamplight, gleamed like copper, and the dark sha- 
dows deepened his cheeks and the planes of his face. 
Only his eyes glittered. 

‘Mr D’Arville,’ Gemma said, ignoring the blonde 
completely, and holding out her hand. Wayne rose. 
Gemma’s head falling back and back tmtil he’d 
reached his full height. Wayne took her hand, kis- 
sing it continental-style. Gemma’s lips parted to 
allow her to hiss in a harsh breath. Wayne felt her 
hand tremble and, still bending over her fingers, 
lifted his eyes to hers. He was amused by her 
boldness, intrigued by her dark, youthful beauty, 
and knew she’d probably had the restaurant staked 
out for weeks. ‘Enchanted, iVliss . . .?’ 

‘Harcourt,’ Gemma said, her left eyebrow raising 
in a challenging stare. ‘Gemma Harcourt.’ 
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renewed presence did she lower it. ‘FIl have the 
focaccia di fiori de sambuco, the fermierei followed 
by the carre d’agneau de sisteron.' 

The waiter inclined his head and glanced at 
Wayne, ‘i’ll have the same.’ 

The waiter left. ‘We’re being stared at,’ Gemma 
said. 

‘I’m not surprised,’ he agreed mildly, his face 
deadpan. Gemma began to laugh, slowly at first, 
and then threw her head back and laughed in earn- 
est. Wayne watched her, his eyes hooded. How 
yoimg. How beautiful. How naive. How sure of 
herself. How stupid. 

Wayne said nothing as the food approached, his 
eyes glancing towards the clock. It was nearly ten. It 
should be happening any minute now. He turned his 
eyes back towards Gemma Harcourt, the irony of the 
situation amusing him enormously. That he shotild 
be sitting here, pursued by one Harcourt twin, while, 
^ miles away, his long arm was reaching out for her 
f brother . . . 

•r As Gemma flirted and tantalized, he began to 
smile. 

Paris was whistling as he made his way to the exit of 
his hotel. He had wanted to move to the Beach Plaza 
Tower to be nearer to her, but Maria was against it. 
She was touchingly old-fashioned in many of her 
ways. He’d promised her faithfully that he’d intro- 
duce her to his parents the very next day after Wayne 
D’Arville disappeared down the drain of bankruptcy. 
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He knew they were staying just down the coast, a 
were doing their own research into Wa3me’s bac 
ground. He could imagine the telegram he’d so 
send them. ‘Dear folks stop have met the girl Vmgo-i 
to marry stop bringing her home soonest stop her nam 
Maria stop she’s Spanish stop you’d better love her 
else stop Paris.’ His daydreams were so pleasant, 
didn’t realize he was being watched. 

Outside two men waited in a car, a third beside i 
hotel door. Seeing Paris in the foyer walking towai 
the swing doors, the third man nodded briefly at i 
parked car. The driver remained where he was, I 
the passenger, a big, heavy-set man with hooded gi 
eyes and hands like melons, left the car and began 
stagger towards the door. He was singing someth! 
in French. Paris stepped on to the pavement a 
looked around for a cab, griiming as a dru 
stumbled against the kerb. He couldn’t understa 
the words of the song, but the jaunty tune and so: 
of the man’s hand gestures made guessing easy. T 
dnmk tripped over his own feet and lurched towai 
Paris, who caught him, more to save himself fn 
being knocked down than anything else. ‘Hey, bi 
dy. Take more water with it next time, huh?’ 

The big man gazed up at him, bleary-eyed. J- 
then a car pulled in across the street, and the dri’ 
leaned out, calling out, ‘Claude,’ and waving 
hand. Paris glanced at the car, and shook his hea 

Come on, buddy. Over here. I hope your frien 
in a better state to drive than you are.’ 

Behind him the third man left the shadows a 
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walked up behind Paris. The driver opened the back- 
seat door, still gabbling in French and wearing a 
helpless grin. Paris manoeuvred the drunk with ' 
surprising ease, considering his weight and state. 
Suddenly, just as he was pushing the man on to the 
back seat, he felt a shove in the middle of his own back. 
He grunted, falling forward into the car, where the 
drunk suddenly straightened, clamping a firm hand 
over Paris’s startled face, cutting off his shout of 
surprise. Off balance and off guard, Paris fotmd 
himself falling over the man’s lap. Behind him a third 
man got in, shoved his legs aside and slammed the door 
as the car accelerated away with a squeal of tyxQS. 

Gemma felt her tongue and cheeks turn icy cold as 
the lemon sorbet she had ordered numbed her face. It 
was delicious - tangy, freezing and refreshing. 
Wayne poured her her fourth glass of wine. ‘Bran- 
dy?’ he asked, and Gemma leaned back in her chair, 
twirling her long-stemmed black champagne glass. 

‘I’d love some.’ She waited tmtil he’d imperiously 
/flicked his hand for a waiter and then added, ‘At yoxir 
place.’ 

He smiled and rose. ‘Whatever you say.’ He didn’t 
bother to pay the bill. He had an accountant who paid 
his bar and restaurant bills at the end of every month, 
including generous tips. Gemma gave him her hand, 
which he held with ironic patience as she stepped 
down off the dais. She could hear the whispers 
behind her as every table they passed began to 
hum with yet another discussion of the spectacle. 
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Gemma felt as if she were walking on air. 

Outside, the bus boy drove up in Wayne’s Ferrari, 
which was midnight-blue. Wayne seated her in the 
bucket seat of cream leather and tipped the boy. His 
own seat had been modified to accommodate his 
height, she noticed. The engine started with a power- 
ful roar and then softened to an idle, almost con- 
temptuous purr. Wayne glanced at her, dien at his 
watch. ‘I have to make a stop at the casino. If I give 
you ten thousand pounds’ worth of chips, do you 
think you could entertain yourself for a few minutes?’ 

Gemma gave him a sharp glance. ‘Oh, I can do a lot 
of things by myself,’ she assured him. ‘But it’s more 
fun with two.’ This time she had succeeded in 
shocking him, she realized with a great wave of 
delight as he turned his head quickly towards her, 
the blue eyes wide and surprised. Then it was his 
turn to throw back his head and laugh. 

At the casino, Maria looked around, even as she 
played her hand and won another four thousand. 
Where was he? Paris was supposed to meet her 
before they began playing. Only Vincent, anxious 
to get on with it, had insisted they start without him. 
The lady wins. Mesdames, messieurs, faites vos jeux.* 
Maria glanced at the Commission man, who was 
wearing his usual puzzled, frustrated frown, and then 
at her watch. Paris was over an hour late. It was not 
like him. She stiffened as she saw her father walk in. 
Her eyes flew to Gemma by his side, her eyes 
questioning. Was Paris’s sister pursuing some 
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private idea for revenge on her own? Perhaps she was 
out to avenge her grandfather, Duncan Somerville. 
Perhaps Paris was helping her tonight? Yes, that must 
be it, Maria slowly relaxed, only to stiffen again as 
she found her father making his way purposefully 
towards her. Gemma watched, only vaguely inter- 
ested, and placed her first bet. Wayne leaned forward 
and whispered into Maria’s ear. She glanced at him, 
then gave a short nod to the Commission man and left 
the table. 

Vincent, from his position behind a Grecian col- 
umn, hopped nervously from foot to foot. 

‘Make it quick. Daddy dearest,’ Maria said a few 
moments later, leaning against the door to his office, 
watching warily as he walked across the room to sit 
behind his desk and lift the phone. Quickly he 
punched out the ntimbers. 

‘Is it done?’ he asked. He listened for a brief 
moment, then hung up. Slowly he leaned back in 
his chair and looked at her. She was dressed in white 
tonight, shot through with silver. The contrast with 
her long dark hair and red lips was stxmning. ‘I made a 
mistake about you,’ Wayne murmured thoughtfully. 
‘When I saw you in that sweat shop, I thought . . .’ 

Maria smiled grimly. ‘I know what you thou^t,’ 
she spat out, the old familiar pain of rejection making 
her eyes fill with tears and glitter. 

‘Not that it matters,’ he carried on, his tone still 
conversational. ‘But how did you manage the trans- 
formation?’ 

‘I thought you had something important to say,’ 
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‘Won’t it?’ he queried softly, ‘Not even the life of 
Paris Harcourt, Maria. Won’t that stop you?’ . 

Maria went white, her eyes rounding into dark 
pools of pain. She sagged against the door as Wayne 
slowly walked towards her. She began to shake her 
head. ‘No. No.’ 

Wayne slowly reached out and brushed a few 
strands of raven black hair from her face, his voice 
still the same gentle, regretful tone of before. ‘I have 
your American lover,’ he said softly, looking down 
into her dazed brown eyes. ‘I’ll kill him, Maria,’ he 
continued, soimding almost friendly now. Maria 
moaned, and mmed her face into the door, her bare 
shoulders shaking uncontrollably. Satisfied, Wayne 
turned and walked back to his desk. 

‘Send your little man packing,’ he ordered, his 
voice crisp and businesslike now. Maria slowly 
turned around and stared at him, defeat in the slump 
of her shoulders. ‘And return all the money you’ve 
won to me. Will you be broke then?’ Ntimbly she 
shook her head. ‘It wouldn’t matter if you were. I’ll 
buy you a villa here in town - or would you prefer an 
apartment? Never mind.’ He jotted something down 
on a notepad as Maria continued to stare at him 
speechlessly. Wayne glanced up, and slowly 
smiled. When would his children ever learn that 
they couldn’t fight him and win? Travis was still 
being difficult. Only last night he’d tried to escape 
the villa by hiding in the back of a laxmdry truck, 

‘Get to it, Maria,’ he prompted softly. ‘I want the 
little man gone by tomorrow - Daughter dearest.’ He 


336 



don’t stop. I must stop. I must find Vincent and tell 
him to leave. Excuse me.’ 

Gemma watched the girl get up and walk across to 
where an ugly little man awaited her approach 
nervously. TTiey talked for several minutes, but 
Gemma was already on her way to the payphone, 
where she rang the hotel. The clerk told her Paris had 
left two hours ago for the casino. Gemma hung up 
and looked around, but already knew that her brother 
wasn’t there. She quickly marched towards the 
offices. A man moved to block her path, took one 
look at her face, grinned and let her pass. He had 
noticed his boss enter the room with her earlier, and 
as he heard her clacking heels recede down the 
corridor, he vaguely wondered what was eating her, 

Wayne looked up as the door was flung open, then 
smiled as she slammed the door behind her. 

‘Where’s my brother, you bastard!’ 

Wayne spread his hands as he got up. ‘I assure you 
I’m not a bastard. My parents were legally married.’ 

‘If you don’t tell me, right now,’ she gritted, her 
cheeks high with furious colour, ‘I’m going to call the 
cops.’ 

‘And tell them what? That I . . .’ he spread his 
hands with innocent shock ‘. . . a wealthy and re- 
spected businessman, have kidnapped some upstart 
little American?’ He laughed and shook his head. ‘I 
don’t think so, do you? Now . . .’ His face changed in 
a shocking instant from laughing mockery to savage 
coldness. ‘How about that brandy you wanted?’ 

‘Brandy?’ Gemma echoed, then gave a brief cry as 
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he suddenly lunged for her. She staggered back-, 
wards, falling on to the huge, oversti^ed black 
settee behind her. Her eyes were wide and disbeliev- 
ing as he stood over her, his hands already shrug^g 
off his jacket and undoing the buttons of his shirt. 

‘No!’ she screamed, struggling to sit up, but with 
one hand on her sternum he easily pushed her back, 
his hand fumbling now with the zip to his trousers. 


His eyes were like blue diamonds — hard and without 
feeling - and Gemma felt the first waves of numbing 
shock begin to wash over her. This wasn’t true. It 
couldn’t be happening. Not to herl ‘I’ll scream,’ she 
whispered as he knelt over her, but he only shrugged, 
fumbling to free himself from the trousers. 

‘Scream all you like,’ he offered carelessly. ‘No one 
will hear you out there. And no one will be allowed to 
interfere with us even if they do.’ 

Gemma rammed her hand upwards, trying to hit 
his face, but her reach was too short. She gasped, and 
then began to struggle furiously as his hands pulled 
down the scarlet silk of her panties. ‘No. NoV 

She felt her legs being pulled apart, and struck out 
wildly, her clenched fists glancing a harmless blow 
off the solid muscle of his shoulder. He leaned over 
her, yanking her hands together and holding them in 
a tight, numbing grip. She was going to be raped! 
The thought hit her like a cold tidal wave of drown- 
ing water. The fear, the revulsion was something she 
had never felt before. 


With a cry of utter panic, she raised her knee. Lucl 
was on her side. Her timing turned out to be perfect 
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Wayne grunted and turned red in the face as her knee 
connected with her groin. Still panicking, Gemma 
shoved him aside, but he was too big to move. 
Scrabbling frantically, she wriggled tm4er him, bit- 
ing his hand hard as he reached for her. 

Then she was sprinting for the door, pulling her 
panties back up into place. She rushed from the 
casino, uncaring of the spectacle she must have 
made. She hailed the first taxi she could find, and 
only then, in the back seat, did the numbing fear 
begin to recede. But she knew the memory of it would 
stay with her forever. 

Back in the casino, Wayne slowly, recovered and 
straightened his own clothing. So the bitch had been 
lucky. He shrugged. He had more important things 
to think about. He wanted to get back to Travis. 
They were going to reach an understanding sooner or 
later, even if it killed them both. 

Safe in her hotel room. Gemma nevertheless 
-checked the lock. She had to think. Paris was in 
. No matter about her, she was all right. 

• p’d nearly been raped, but she was alive. It was 
Paris who needed her. She went straight for the 
phone, asking for the number of the hotel where 
she’d discovered her parents were staying and asked 
to be put through to their room number. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘Daddy.’ 

‘Gemma?’ 

‘Daddy.’ She was crying uncontrollably now, the 
soimd of his voice breaking down her precarious calm. 
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‘Gemma! Gemma, what is it? What’s going on?’ He 
was shouting now. Suddenly her mother’s voice came 
over the line. The sound of the soft, drawling south- 
ern accent, so soothing and familiar, calmed her once 
more. 

‘Gemma, honey,’ Oriel coaxed. ‘What is it? Tell 
us, honey.’ 

‘P-P-Paris,’ she stammered, wiping her eyes fur- 
iously with her fingers. ‘Paris,’ she said again. 
‘Something t-terrible’s happened.’ 

‘Oh, God.’ That was her father’s voice again. 
‘There’s been an accident? Swimming, or something 
else?’ For a moment Gemma was totally confused, 
and then remembered that her parents still thought 
they were at home. 

‘No. We’re here in M-Monte Carlo.’ 

‘What are you doing here? No, never mind. Just 
tell us what’s happened to Paris?’ Kier sounded grim 
and angry, and Gemma began to shake. 

‘He’s g-gone.’ 

‘Gone?’ The word came from her mother, 
whispered in a tone of such utter despair thai 
Gemma realized immediately that Oriel had mis- 
understood. 

‘No, not d-deadj’ she almost screamed. ‘Gone, 
Kidnapped. By Wayne D’Arville.’ Haltingly, she 
managed to get out the whole story and give their 
the name of their hotel. 

‘Gemma, honey, listen to me.’ Her mother’s voice 
came back a few moments later and she knew that hei 
parents had been discussing strategy away from the 


phone. ‘I want you to stay where you are. We’ll come 
over to you. Understand?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Good. Lock yourself in. Your father and I will be 
there as soon as we can. We’re leaving now, right 
now. Do you understand me, Gem?’ 

‘Yes,’ Gemma said again and hung up abruptly. 

She must have a bath. She felt so dirty. 
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York papers, ignoring all but the reports on the 
Valentine story. 

What he read did not make sense. 

He had never met Valentine Copeland in person, 
but Veronica had written every now and then, and 
through those letters Sebastien felt he knew nearly as 
much about Valentine Copeland as he would if he’d 
actually been treating the man in person. 

The story about attempted arson in order to 
defraud the insurance companies had finally been 
dropped due to lack of evidence, Valentine Inc. had 
no financial worries - it was, in fact, a very profitable 
company. Which meant someone else had to have set 
the fires - since the fire department was sure that the 
fire had been deliberately set. 

Sebastien began to frown, and search through the 
papers more rapidly. They made absolutely no 
mention of Travis. How was he coping with all 
this? Why had the boy not replied to his letters, 
offering help? Sebastien had even suggested Travis 
yome to London and stay with him for a few weeks or 
'months, until things had settled down. It was pos- 
sible, he supposed, that the boy had gone into hiding 
to escape the press, but surely someone would have 
forwarded his letters to him? 

Sebastien sighed and leaned back in his chair. 
Something was wrong. He could feel it. And as 
usual he knew its source. Sebastien ran his hand 
across his forehead, feeling suddenly tired. He was 
not yet forty-five, but he felt ancient. In the doorway. 
Lilas stopped, her cheery words drying on her lips. 
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She saw the newspapers, and knew they had seme- 
thing to do with Wayne D’ Arville. Whenever Sebgat 
that strange, suffering look, it had to do 
D’Arville. 

Her Ups thinned. 

Sebastien knew that over the years he had helped 
many people, perhaps more than most psychiatrisn 
had managed, but it was not enough. Not enougn to 
stop feeling guilty himself for all the ones that got 
away. And all his failures in his never-ending battle 
against pain and suffering seemed to personify into 
one man - Wayne D’Arville. 

His recent failure in Monte Carlo nearly a month 
ago, which had so nearly been the triumphant break- 
through he’d been waiting for all these years, had 
only added to the growing feeling of hopelessness. 

And now this. The fire. Travis missing. Vercrdcs — 
that lovely, loving, warm girl, still in hospital, along 
with her husband. They were out of intensivu care 
now, but still not up to receiving the press cr anv 
other visitors. And he knew who was resnensihie. 

‘Wayne,’ Sebastien said, the word a cry cf pshn. cf 
pity, of anger. ‘Wayne, what have yee cazsr' 

In the doorway, Lilas made a sound, y-r he iuhed 
up. He forced a smile to his face. ‘H, ~ 

time to make me some toast,’ he resaed. 

Lilas nodded. ‘Sure thing, honeyhunch.^ 
she d made his toast, she was goms n: ^ 

to Monte Carlo. It was time she lid a wori 
man who was making her lover’s 2 Serj. 



It was a long day. Sebastien knew he had to go back 
to Monte Carlo. He could sense that things were 
coming to a head. But he had a crisis in the mid- 
afternoon with one of his paranoid schizophrenics 
threatening imminent suicide, and he was not sure he 
would make the airport on time. He did so, but with 
only minutes to spare. 

The girl at the BA flight desk was annoyed, but 
only for a few seconds. His totally sincere apology, 
gentle smile and sherry eyes crinkled at the comers 
had her practically escorting him on to the plane. 

Sebastien shook his head to the stewardess’s offer 
of a meal, but accepted a tiny bottle of Scotch, which 
he sipped neat. Something was troubling him, and 
for a while he couldn’t pin it down. All arotmd him 
were chattering and excited holiday-makers or bored 
businessmen. The aircraft was soon descending 
again. His ears popped, the Scotch warmed him 
but he had a strange feeling of displacement. If he’d 
, believed in that sort of thing, he might think that he 
|| was having a premonition of doom. He felt cold, but 
f he knew it was not a physical thing - he wasn’t 
catching a chill. He just knew, in his gut, that 
something awful was going to happen. And he was 
scared. He was also almost asleep. Fear and sleep 
didn’t mix. Or it shouldn’t. 

Sebastien shook his head. He was in trouble. 
Wayne was in trouble. And the closer he got to 
Monaco, the more uneasy he felt. 

‘We’re landing, sir. Please do up your seatbelt.’ 

Sebastien glanced at the stewardess and realized 
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he’d missed the announcement. ‘Sorry. Sleeping,’ he 
mumbled, and did up the belt with a smile. The girl 
passed on, checking for other slackers. The huge jet 
touched down safely at Nice, and he was through 
Customs quickly, since he’d packed only a small 
suitcase and wasn’t stopped for a baggage check. 
He took a bus to Monte Carlo, and tried without 
success to settle his nerves. But it was hard, much 
harder than he was used to, and when he stepped off 
the bus into a town coloured red by a sinking sim he 
stood on the pavement for long, long minutes before 
getting his bearings and heading for the casino. 

He was still carrying his suitcase when he walked 
through the door of the Droit de Seigneur. He had 
not had time to change, and his beige jacket and 
trousers were crumpled, his white shirt a little travel- 
grubby. Slowly he looked around. 

Sebastien had been reluctant to leave Monaco 
before, but Wayne had reverted to his hard-eyed, 
locked-in self. To be locked in with constant pain was 
something Sebastien feared more than anything else. 
If he was tired after years of seeing other people’s 
pain, then how much more tired must Wayne be after 
an entire lifetime of living with it? 

‘Can I help you, sir?’ 

Sebastien turned to see a small, dapper man 
dreped in a dinner jacket looking at him with polite 
cunosity, tinged with contempt. This was not the 
s^e manager he’d dealt with over a month ago, and 
the new man no doubt thought he was panting to lose 
his money - so much so that he had not even bothered 




to check into a hotel. Sebastien grinned, in spite of it 
all. 

‘Yes. I’d like to see Wayne. Mr D’Arville. Is he 
here, or at home?’ 

The man’s eyes flickered, and Sebastien could 
almost hear the wheels turning. No doubt others 
had tried to bluff their way into the inner sanc- 
tum. ‘Tell him Sebastien is here to see him. I think 
you’ll find he’ll want to see me.’ 

Antoine Dorlhac nodded. The man seemed very 
sure of himself, and there was something particularly 
imthreatening about him. ‘Very well, Mr . . .?’ 

‘Teale.’ 

‘Mr Teale. If you’ll wait here a moment , . He 
left the sentence to hang in mid-air as he left the 
room, nodding to one of the security men to keep an 
eye on him. 

Sebastien looked slowly around the room. At one 
table, a beautiful yotmg girl with black hair had 
attracted a crowd. At first he thought it meant she 
was winning, but as he moved closer he could see that 
that was not the case. She was losing quite specta- 
cularly, thousands of francs at a time. 

Antoine knocked on the office door and walked in. 
‘I’m sorry to disturb you, sir, but there is a man here 
to see you.’ 

‘A loser?’ 

‘No, sir. I haven’t seen him in before. He arrived 
with a suitcase.’ 

Wayne looked up from the documents in front of 
him. ‘Is Maria still losing?’ 
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‘Yes, sir.’ Antoine smiled, the first genuine smil 
Wayne had ever seen him give. Wayne had insiste 
that Maria pay back the money in the same way ths 
she had won it. It pleased him and re-emphasized th 
change in their positions. When she was humble 
enough, Wayne would pick her up, brush her dow 
and think of some use for her. He was current! 
chasing a Brazilian lumber lord for the paper righi 
to his timber, but he was proving to be difficult. Th 
man was unmarried and had a weakness for beautifi 
women, as Wayne knew from the dossier he’d ha 
compiled on him. And in Brazil, as in old Spaii 
arranged marriages were still more or less the nom 

‘What shall I do about the man, sir?’ Antoir 
prompted him from his thoughts. 

‘Did he give a name?’ Wayne asked, sounding i 
bored as he looked. 

‘Sebastien Teale, sir.’ 

‘Seb?’ Wayne stood up, his eyes and face lightir 
up so obviously that Antoine felt his mouth drc 
open. ‘Well, bring him in,’ Wayne snapped, sudden] 
angry. ‘At once. And in future, don’t ever keep E 
Teale waiting again. Is that clear?’ 

‘Yes, sir. Of course.’ Antoine backed hastily out < 
the room and all but ran down the corridor. Only s 
he approached the gaming rooms did he slow down i 
a more dignified walk, ' and stepped behind tl 
curtains. ‘Mr — I mean Dr Teale. Won’t you plea: 
come Ais way? Guyl’ He snapped his fingers at a ma 
lounging by the cashier’s window. ‘Guy vnll take cai 
of your suitcase, sir.’ 
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CHAPTER 15 


NX^ayne stared at the photographs in front of him, as 
unmoving as a chameleon. Reluctantly he dragged 
his eyes from those of a blue-eyed boy and re-read 
the report from his team investigating Veronica 
Copelandj which had come in only half an hour 
ago. ‘The subject’s birth certificate was registered 
imder the grandmother’s name, not that of Coltrane. 
This is what led to the initial delay in double- 
checking the certificate,’ Wayne gave a brief snarl, 
';and skipped the page. He wasn’t interested in why 
eronica had registered the birth tmder her mother’s 
maiden name. No doubt she wanted all traces of the 
child’s being born in prison to a jailbird mother 
covered up. Perhaps, even then, she’d subcon- 
sciously been afraid he would take the child away. 
Again his eyes wandered to the photographs. Im- 
mediately on finding the birth certificate that had 
‘Father Unknown’ written in the appropriate section, 
the team had staked out the Copeland boy. The 
resulting pictures bore hardly any resemblance at 
all to the boy he’d seen in the warehouse that night 


254 



in New York. The photographs, hundreds of them, 
had been taken over a scries of days, and caught the 
boy in every daily ritual possible; leaving for his 
summer job, on the bus, carrying trays of coffee to 
the newspaper journalists he worked for, talking to a 
pretty blonde-haired girl, and eating a hamburger. 
And always the same face stared back at him. 

His hair was as dark as Veronica’s, not the mousy 
brown hair of that bastard Valentine. That had been 
the first thing that had struck him. As Wayne had 
turned over the photographs for the first time, a 
full-face shot had had his heart stopping in his chest. 
The boy’s eyes were blue - as blue as his own. The 
face, too, looked different from the one he remem- 
bered. The colour shots were of the highest quality, 
and Wayne found himself looking down at a skin as 
fair as his own. And the shape of the face . . . How 
the hell had Valentine managed to change the boy’s 
face? It had taken only seconds for Wayne to piece it 
all together. The bitch had phoned her husband the 
moment he was out of the door. He should have 
realized that the dressmaker was a make-up artist 
too. 

Wayne glanced at his watch. He had another four 
hours before his commercial flight was due, and 
made a mental note to purchase a private jet at the 
first opportunity. He paced the villa, now legally his, 
unable to stay still. ‘Travis,’ he said his son’s name, 
over and over again. The boy in the photographs 
looked incredibly young. Just seventeen. Wayne 
could remember well what it was to be seventeen. 


255 



‘Travis,’ he said again, savouring the two syllables. 
‘You’re going to love Monte Carlo.’ 

He put in a call to his man in Monaco. ‘Fletcher? I 
want you to buy an oceangoing yacht. I’ll have the 
bank transfer the funds. No, I’m going to New York. 
Hire a crew and have the boat meet me there. What? I 
don’t care about that, or the paperwork. Just rush it 
through, will you? And Fletcher - I want a discreet 
crew. Find as many of your men with seagoing 
experience as possible. I want it there within the 
formight. And Fletcher - 1 want the boat named the 
Travis Helm.’ If he was going to kidnap his own son- 
and he was - he could hardly take the boy bound and 
gagged on to a jumbo jet. 

Travis was up to his neck in files. Jake Conran, the 
feamres editor, had asked him to research a series of 
murders several years ago of five drug pushers. Jake 
' was sure that the death of a pusher downtown was the 
' ork of the same killer. ‘The MO boy.’ He had 
rapped his nose, ‘Always look out for the MO.’ 
Travis had spent four hours going through old 
editions, ferreting out the relevant stuff from all 
the dross. Now he glanced at his watch. It was 
getting late; he’d have to call home and tell them 
not to hold dinner. 

‘Hey, kid, how’s it going?’ Travis turned to see the 
sweating, grinning face of Andy McCall, the baseball 
and associated sports writer, block the doorway. 

‘How does it look like it’s coming?’ he shot back, 
grinning as the man began to wheeze in laugher. 


‘Welcome to Gnib Street, kid.’ And with 
cryptic comment the big man Imnbered off, lesvin 
Travis grinning. He turned, and glanced at th 
towering piles of old editions and files stacke 
around him. 

‘Hell, I love this job,’ he said softly as, high in tb 
air, a Boeing jet from Nice began its descent to Ne' 
York airport. 

‘Get the phone, Val,’ Veronica called, lifting or 
suds-covered leg as she lay back in the bath. Sf 
had die Mancini buyout to oversee tomorrow. T1 
thought of dealing with all those accoutants Wi 
enough to send her barmy. ‘Aaarrghhhh,’ si 
groaned, as Val stuck his head around the door. 

‘Dying?’ he asked, going down on to his kn& 
beside the bathtub, 

‘At least,’ she sighed. ‘It’s a rare disease calk 
Chronic Accountant Dyspepsia.’ 

‘Sounds painful,’ Val said, and slipped a hand in 
the water, xmcaring that the hot soapy wat 
drenched his sleeve. 

‘Hmmm,’ she sighed as his hand curled around oi 
calf and began to stroke higher. ‘Who was that on tl 
phone?’ 

‘Travis. He’ll be late. He’s researching a gory sto 
for the feature creature.’ 

‘You’re a poet and you don’t know it.’ 

^I do my best. You do the rest.’ 

‘I Aink you’re a ... oh, Val!’ Water sloshed ov 
the s\dc of the bathtub, but neither of them notio 




for quite some time. Fully dressed, he joined her in 
the tub, his jeans soaking into a darker blue as he lay 
between her parted legs. 

Downtown, Wayne listened to Cyril Francis and 
Frank Parton as they brought him up to date. 
Cyril, an ex-Marine who’d been dishonourably dis- 
charged, was a tall man, about six foot one, with a 
mean face that would have sent a Hollywood director 
into fits of rapture; dark, saturnine features were 
offset by a vivid white scar on his cheek. In direct 
contrast, Frank Parton looked like the ex-FBI man 
that he was. He wore a powder-blue suit, which offset 
the careful cut of his pale hair and watery blue eyes. 
Frank was the electronics and surveillance export, 
Cyril the brain and muscle, 

‘You have his school records?’ 

Frank handed them over and watched as his 
employer read through the ten years’ worth of essay 
.. reports and exam results. Frank was openly intrigued 
by his employer. He paid top dollar, spoke like an 
Englishman, had the manners of a Frenchman and 
the square features of a German. He had money, but 
hardly any of the trappings he’d expected. Cyril’s 
eyes were unreadable as the tall man paced and read. 
But then Cyril’s eyes were always unreadable. 

‘What else?’ Wayne demanded, spending the next 
few hours going through the bulk of material that had 
not been included in the preliminary rqport. By the 
time dawn pushed away the night’s darkness, Wayne 
had read every medical report on the boy, read details 
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of every place the boy had ever lived, every school, 
every teacher, every friend. Frank wondered how he’d 
been so careless as to misplace a son in the first place. 
‘Where’s the boy now?’ 

Frank lifted a small box to his mouth and spoke 
quietly into it. Wayne heard a crackle of static and a 
tinny voice answering. 

‘The boy’s home, sir. The complex on . . .’ 

‘I know where it is. Has there been any unusual 
activity since my last visit?’ 

‘No, sir. The boy is still working at the paper. He 
worked late last night. School’s out for summer, but 
I’ve got prior notification of his results. He graduated 
third in his class.’ 

Wayne nodded. ‘College?’ 

‘He has a place at the local Uni, sir. He could have 
gone to one of the top places, with his result and 
financial backing from his . . . mother. Obviously he 
wants to stay local.’ 

Wayne walked to the window and looked out over 
the city. It never stopped. He thought of all the racial 
unrest, the drug pushers, the street gangs, and 
shuddered. What a place to live. Travis could have 
been killed by this place. Or had that been Veronica’s 
intention? The bitch. And Valentine. An image of 
Ac cockney man grinning at him suddenly super- 
imposed itself over Ae city landscape, and Wayne felt 
Aat familiar hot spear of antagonism. All Aese years, 
that . . . Aat . . . dressmaking nancy-pancy bastard 
had been raising his son. Who knew what harm he’d 
done? What if . . .? 
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Wayne turned so suddenly that both men tensed. 
‘Girlfriends?’ Wayne snapped out, almost wilting in 
relief as Frank Parton began to read a list of names. 
He finished up with Gayle Granger, the blonde girl 
in the set of photographs Wayne had left behind in 
Monaco. 

Wayne said softly, ‘I want them dead.’ 

The two men remained silent. Slowly he turned 
around, expecting them to look shocked, or at least 
uneasy. Neither did. Frank Parton merely wanted 
clarification. ‘The Copelands, sir?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Both?’ It was Cyril who spoke, for the first time 
since Wayne had entered the room. 

‘Yes,’ Wayne said again, his voice firm. 

‘You want it to look like an accident?’ Parton again. 

‘Of course.’ 

‘Car crash?’ 

Wayne looked down into the street below. ‘No. 
They might not die. I want to be sure they’re dead. I 
want them . , He paused, then enunciated the next 
word with grim relish. ‘Eradicated. I want them . . .’ 
He blinked as the sun emerged between two high-rise 
towers, throwing a deep orange light into his eyes. 
Slowly Wayne began to smile. ‘I want them burned.’ 

‘Burned?’ Frank repeated, puzzled. He thought 
they’d already established that he wanted them dead. 

‘A warehouse fire happens nearly every day in this 
city,’ Cyril mused, having caught on at once. His 
voice was surprisingly soft coming from a face like 
his. 
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‘Oh. You E1S2I1 burned,' Frank reputed. That 
■areaouse is foil of flammable material. Solvent, 
And all that make-up. Did you know almost 
inety-nine per cent of make-up is based on 
lammable substances?’ Frank asked of nobody in 
sarticular. 

Slowly Wayne named back from the window and 
itared at him. Something in the quality of those blue 
:yes made Frank go cold. Cyril smiled. ‘I want it 
lone now,’ Wayne said, successfully wiping the smile 
off the older man’s face. 

‘You mean this week?’ 

‘I mean this day. Now. This afternoon.’ 

‘But Mr D’Arvillel These things take planning. 
They take time. We have to be careful . . .’ Frank 
began, his voice rising an octave. 

‘Are you saying you can’t do it?’ Wayne asked, 
mildly enough, but again Frank felt a cold chill climb 
up his spine. 

‘We’ll do it,’ Cyril said, his eyes meeting those of 
his parmer, a silent message passing between them. 

Wayne nodded. ‘Good. I’m going to get some 
sleep. Wake me when it’s all set up. I want to watch.’ 

Both men were silent as he kicked off his shoes and 
walked towards the bed. Equally silent, they then 
left. Frank closed the door after him, and turned to 
his partner. ‘I don’t know about you,’ he said, as he 
pressed the button for the elevator, ‘but I think v;e’re 
working for a nut.’ 

‘A clever nut,’ Cyril corrected with what seemed 
pedannc nitpicking. 


261 


‘Yeahj’ Frank agreed heavily. ‘They’re the worst 
kind.’ 

Val was just about to take a Budweiser from the 
fridge when the phone rang. He glanced through 
the alcove to where Veronica lay on the settee, 
poring over her latest business scoop. She got up 
and walked to the old fashioned white and gold 
telephone, ‘Hello.’ 

‘Is that Mrs Copeland?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Oh, thank heavens. This is Phelps here - I’m the 
watchman at Warehouse 6.’ 

‘Yes?’ Her voice sharpened. The man sounded 
distinctly panicky. 

‘A few minutes ago your son came in. He said he 
had to check something to do with shipment of 
Bruges lace that came in last night.’ 

‘What? Travis? But he’s at the paper.’ 

\ ‘No, ma’am. That’s what I’m trying to tell you: 
e’s here. And there’s been an accident, ma’am.’ 

‘Accident?’ She heard her voice yelp out the word, 
and glanced up as Val sprinted closer and jammed his 
ear against the outside of the phone, ‘What do you 
mean? What’s happened?’ Her voice was sharp with 
anxiety, and to Val she mouthed the word, ‘Travis,’ 

‘Well, ma’am, somehow one of the stacks of bales 
came loose. I ain’t sme how it happened. I heard him 
call out, and when I found him his legs were pinned 
xmder the bales. It’s the Thai silk shipment, I think.’ 

Quickly Val snatched the phone away from her. 
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‘Have you called the ambulance, man? Good. Can 
you get the bales off him?’ Veronica waited, scanning 
her husband’s face for any expression. ‘OK. We’ll be 
right there.’ 

Val drove to the warehouse with grim speed. 
Veronica could feel a tremor in the pit of hei 
stomach, making her breathe in small gasps. Whai 
if his legs were crushed? What if he could never walk 
again? When they arrived, the warehouse looked 
deserted. 

‘Why aren’t the ambulances here yet?’ VeronicE 
asked, getting out of the car without bothering to loci 
it. 

*I dunno,’ Val admitted, looking around. ‘Where’? 
the watchman?’ 

‘He must be with Travis,’ Veronica said, her voic( 
wobbling as tears filled her eyes. ‘Val, he must be sc 
damned scared!’ 

Val took her hand, pulling her inside. ‘Come on. 
The place was deserted. ‘The silks are over here, 
Val said, and set off deep into the heart of th( 
warehouse. Veronica looked around her at towerinj 
bales of beige sacking. They both jumped as a hollov 
‘clang’ echoed through the building. ‘Well, some' 
body’s about,’ Val said. ‘That was the outer door.’ 

By now Veronica was hopelessly lost. Since giving 
up modelling she hardly ever came to the warehouse 
any more. ‘Travis?’ she called, making Val jump 
Nobody answered. 

‘Perhaps they’ve already got him out,’ Val whis 
pered, and for a few seconds they ran through thi 
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maze of bales, eyes swivelling. Suddenly Val slowed 
down to a stop, staring straight ahead,, then began 
looking around, his face puzzled. 

‘What is it?’ Veronica whispered. 

‘This is the place,’ Val answered, waving a vague 
hand around at the bales clearly labelled as Thai silk. 
‘But there’s nothing here.’ 

‘1 don’t get it,’ Veronica said. ‘Where’s Travis?’ 

Val began to speak, then stopped as a sound came 
from behind them. It was an odd sound - a sort of 
small ‘whump’ that echoed in the big room. ‘What 
was that?’ Veronica demanded, her voice strangled. 

‘I don’t know. It sounded like . . .’ He broke off as 
Veronica clutched his arm. 

‘Look!’ She pointed to the top of a pile of satin 
from Vienna where a plxune of smoke curled high 
into the air. 

For a second they both stood and stared, then Val 
grabbed her arm, his voice terse as he ordered 
gruffly, ‘Come on.’ 

They began running in the opposite direction, Val 
sure of the layout. They ran a few yards, turned down 
an aisle stretching to the right, and skidded to a halt. 
A wall of flame blocked their exit a few yards away. 

‘But the fire’s back there,’ Veronica panted, jerking 
her head in the direction behind them and beginning 
to pamc for the first time. She looked sideways and up 
at Val, and saw his jaw clenched so tight that the whole 
bottom half of his face was white. Wal?’ she said in a 
small voice, like that of a terrified child. Val looked 
down, opened his mouth, shook his head, and dragged 
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her back. They ran to the left, but again, only a few 
yards away, there was a third fire. Veronica felt tears 
on her cheeks which were dried in seconds by the hoi 
air surrounding them. ‘We’ve got to find Travis,’ she 
cried. ‘He’ll bum to death!’ 

‘I don’t think Travis was ever here!’ Val had tc 
shout now to be heard over the rising roar of the fire 
The materials were burning much too fast - they hac 
to be covered with petrol or something like it 
Quickly he looked aroimd. The windows were situ- 
ated almost at the roof, a good thirty feet above them 
‘Quick. Help me stack these bales.’ 

Veronica began to cough and choke as the smok( 
attacked her lungs, and behind her she could feel th) 
hot lick of air that was becoming super-heated by thi 
flames. She could feel the oxygen being burnt off 
and her lungs were already begirming to labour. 

Within five minutes they had built a rickety stair 
way of bales, but she could hardly see it as her eye 
began to water from the smoke. She could feel dead 
all around her and clung grimly to Val’s hand as h' 
began to climb. ‘Watch where I put my feet and . . . 

‘What?’ she screamed. All aroxmd was a loud roa 
of crackling flames. Val pointed at his feet, then th 
bales. Veronica nodded. Outside they could hear th 
wail of sirens. ‘Oh, thank God,’ Veronica said, bu 
Val never heard her. They were already four bale 
up, and the whole structure began to wobble pre 
cariously. He looked down ten feet or so, and saw th 
flames slowly creeping towards the bottom of thei 
makeshift ladder. 
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Veronica took off her shoes, but forgot that she was 
wearing stockings, which were hardly designed for 
traction. Above him Val could see the thin line of 
windows. They had to be wide enough to allow them 
out. They had to be. He glanced down and saw the 
top of Veronica’s dark head. 

T’ve got to let go of your hand for the next bale, 
OK?’ He choked on the smoke, but Veronica nodded 
and let go of his hand, clinging to the next bale with 
two white-knuckled hands. Her heart was thumping 
so loud in her chest that she thought it was going to 
burst. She just couldn’t get enough air into her Itmgs. 
She could feel herself begin to pass out. She wanted 
to be sick, and scream, and cry, all at the same time. 

The bales wobbled as Val pulled himself up to the 
next one and she clung on grimly. Below her she 
could not even see the ground, only the orangey- 
yellow flames that glowed beneath the thick black 
smoke. She looked up and saw Val beckoning her. 
Taking a deep breath, she choked and retched, then 
reached up. Her hands grasped the red string that 
botmd the bales together and, feeling with her feet, 
she found a foothold. Hoisting herself up, she ba- 
lanced precariously between the two bales, like a fly 
on a wall. 

Suddenly and without warning her foot slipped 
and she fell forward, banging her chin on the bale and 
biting her tongue, filling her mouth with the iron 
taste of her own blood. She lost traction and 
scrabbled desperately with her hands. She glanced 
up just in time to see Val Ixmge forward, desperately 
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trying to grab her hand. For a second it looked as i 
she must fall. For a second, a horrible second in tim 
she seemed to hang suspended in mid-air, and the; 
she screamed. 

But Val, with a superhuman effort, just manage 
to grab her. Her weight threatened to pull him dowr 
and he rocked precariously on the bale. But he di 
not let her go. If she died, he was going to die wit 
her. 

He grunted as he pulled her up. She hung limp i 
his arms, and he realized she’d finally succumbed i 
the smoke. 

‘Veronica!’ he screamed her name, and began ' 
haul her up to him, calling on every ounce of h 
strength. Once there, he held her in his arms, gaspir 
and choking himself. He looked up at the window, 
seemed so far away. 

In the newsroom, Travis had just placed a cup 
coffee on the desk of Owen Twinsmith, one of the t< 
‘hot shot’ boys, when the desk phone rang. Trat 
would have moved on except that the mention 
Rineway Street caught his attention. Sharply his ey 
focused on the young reporter who was busy sen 
bling down in shorthand. ‘Is it worth coverin 
Really? Shit! Have they saved the other buildin 
yet? OK.’ He hung up and grabbed his jacket. 

^Hey what’s going on?’ Travis called after him 
Fire at the warehouses,’ Owen mumbled, alrea 
running and shouting for his photographer and bat 
up man. Travis stared after him, an ugly feeli 
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uncoiling itself in the pit of his stomach. There had to 
be htmdreds of warehouses on Rineway Street. Even 
so ... He reached for the phone, ptinching out his 
own numbers. 

‘Hello. Valentine’s,’ said the chirpy voice of their 
cleaning lady. 

‘Glenny? It’s Travis. Listen, is Dad there?’ 

‘Nope. He and your ma left for the warehouses 
about half an hour ago.’ 

Travis hung up and left at a dead run. It took him 
only ten minutes to get to the site, but he had to 
abandon his taxi at the top of the road and rtm the rest 
of the way, as fire trucks and police blocked the road. 
He dodged a policeman keeping away spectators, his 
eyes fixed on the sky ahead where black smoke choked 
the air. He was gasping and totally out of breath when 
he reached the first engine, his agonized gaze con- 
firming what his heart already knew. Warehouse 6 was 
just a wall of orange flame. Travis pushed past the 
people who had also got around the cordon, tmcaring 
of the disgruntled yelps coming his way. 

‘Is anyone in there?’ he yelled, grabbing the first 
fireman he found. The heavy-set man of about forty- 
five with a sweat-soaked, soot-blackened face shook 
him off angrily. ‘Outta the way,’ he snapped. Travis 
let him go, and walked to the nearest engine where a 
driver sat in the front, controlling the pressure gauge 
on the hoses. ‘Is anyone in there?’ he yelled through 
the window. The man never took his eyes off the 
instruments. ‘Please! My father owns the warehouse. 
For God’s sake . . .’ 
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The man glanced up at him. ‘They got two people 

out about ten minutes ago.’ 

Travis stared at him. ‘Alive?’ he croaked the word, 
barely managing to get it past his tight throat. 

The fireman shrugged. ‘The ambulance took off 
fast, so I guess so. But . . .’ 

‘But what?’ Travis all but screamed. 

The fireman looked at him with sympathy. ‘They 
were in there a long time, by all accounts.’ 

Travis turned to the burning building, his face a 
sickly white. ‘You mean . . . they got burned?’ 

The fireman sighed. He felt sorry for ±e kid. But it 
was best to know the worst. You had time to prepare 
that way. ‘It’s not just the flames, kid,’ he said 
gruffly. ‘It’s the smoke. Smoke bums off the oxy- 
gen, see? And if your brain is robbed of oxygen for 
any amount of time . . .’ He trailed off. 

Travis stared at him blankly for a few seconds, 
then swallowed. ‘What hospital will they have taken 
them to?’ 

But at that moment, a part of the warehouse started 
to collapse, and the fire chief ordered his men back. 
Travis stumbled away, his head reeling. 

A firecrew rushed past him, knocking him to the 
ground. He barely felt it. But, just as Travis straigh- 
tened, the sight of a copper-coloured head, standing 
head and shoulders above the rest of the crowd 
caught his eye. 

Travis went cold. Since Wayne D’Arville’s last 
visit, and Veronica had researched the man 
thoroughly, coming up with some startling and ugly 



facts that had made them all feel sick. Now Travis 
froze as the head turned his way. He expected the 
blue gaze to keep moving, not expecting to be 
recognized as the same boy he had seen just over a 
month ago, but instead the blue eyes sharpened and 
remained fixed on him. 

Travis began to shake. As he looked deep into 
those blue eyes, he suddenly knew. He’d started 
the fire. He glanced at the burning btiilding, then 
looked back to the space where Wayne D’Arville had 
stood, only to find his biological father bearing down 
on him, shouldering his way through the crowd with 
arrogant ease. Travis looked once more into that face, 
then turned and fled. 

He knew the district well, and dodged down the 
narrow, twisting alleys at random, pausing every now 
and then to look over his shoulder. He walked for 
miles, in no particular direction, feeling dazed and 
totally disorientated. Val and Veronica might both be 
dead - or worse - but his other father, the man called 
Wayne D’Arville, was very much alive, and coming 
after him. 

Travis stumbled into a cafe and ordered a coffee. 
His legs felt like rubber. He tried to lift the cup to his 
mouth, but it shook so hard that the coffee fell to the 
table-top. 

‘Hey, you! Junkie. Get outta here.’ The man who 
served him the coffee was scowling at him. Travis 
blinked then he looked blankly down at the coffee 
cup. ‘Bloody jimkie. Do the world a favour, kid, and 
go top yourself.’ 
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Travis stumbled to his feet and lurched out the 
door. He looked left and right, not sure where he was. 
He had to go home. He had to get safe. He found 
himself at a bus stop. Swaying on the bus, he felt 
curiously light-headed. He knew it was shock, and 
got off at the nearest stop to his apartment building. 
He staggered to the nearest wall and leant his hand 
against the solid concrete. The few minutes it took 
him to walk a block and a half seemed to take forever. 
But eventually he fouiid himself staring at the blue 
and white awning that was the entrance to his 
building. 

Through his misery, Travis felt a slow prickling 
start low down on the back of his neck. Quickly he 
swung arotmd. A few yards away a man was v/alking 
towards him wearing a fancy blue suit, his blond hair 
neatly trimmed. He was smiling. Travis stared at him 
for less than a second, and then inexplicably foimd 
himself running. He was not sure why, bur at the 
comer he half turned, and almost cried out loud. The 
man was almost on top of him. He dodged, cannon- 
ing into a tall black youth, who was carrying a ghetto- 
blaster that screetched forth a Jimi Hendrix classic. 

‘Hey, man, watch what you’re doing,’ he snapped. 
Travis saw the blond man’s hand reaching out for 
him, and without thinking he gave the stranger a 
vicious shove that sent him flying into the blond man 
behind him. Both went down. Ignoring the swearing 
and shouts, he carried on running, dodging in and 
out of stores, side-streets and back alleys. Finally he 
ducked behind a set of garbage cans outside a 


Chinese restaurant, panting hard. He felt tears in his 
eyes and brushed them away. 

After a while he began to breathe normally again 
He had to go to the police. Why should he nin from 
his real father? With his testimony and an arson 
expert’s evidence, he would make sure D’Arville 
stood trial for attempted murder. 

Travis began to sob quietly. T’ll see you in hell,’ he 
sobbed, his eyes fixed tmseeingly on a big black rat 
that was investigating a neighbouring garbage can. 
He had to think! He needed an ally to fight Wayne 
D’Arville. 

Half an hour later he was back on the street. He 
couldn’t go home, but the paper would help him. 
They’d do anything for a story. Crusading journal- 
ism was what won papers the Pulitzer Prize. A block 
from the paper, he slowed down and began inspect- 
ing every parked car. He glanced continuously over 
his shoulder. He stopped at a payphone to get 
through to Owen’s desk. ‘Owen, it’s Travis. Lis- 
ten, about that fire.’ 

‘Fire? Oh, the warehouse. Forget it. The cops have 
already got the dope from the watchman.’ 

Travis went cold. ‘What?’ 

‘The owner started the blaze. You know, for the 
insurance. Incompetent bastard got himself and his 
wife caught up in it instead. Look, kid, I gotta go.’ 

Travis heard the dialling tone buzz in his ear, and 
for a long moment stared stupidly down at the 
receiver still clutched in his hand. His brain seemed 
sluggish, incapable of thought. Slowly he himg up, 
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and as he did so he saw a man turn the corner an( 
look around. He was tall and lean, and as he tume( 
his head and spotted him in the booth, Travis saw i 
vivid white scar slashed across his right cheek. 

The blue eyes of the frightened boy in old jean 
and windcheater met the steely brown eyes of thi 
man in the brown suit, and a silent message tha 
Travis understood only instinctively passed betweei 
them. 

Then, once again, he began miming. 
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CHAPTER 16 


Monte Carlo 

Th e moment Maria stepped out of the taxi, she felt a 
great wave of happiness wash over her. Facing her 
was the Beach Plaza Tower, built in front of a small, 
curving white-sanded beach. Once this whole sce- 
nario would have overwhelmed her: the white city 
that was Monte Carlo, the plethora of yachts j the 
smell of money. She could almost have wished she 
had come straight to this place from Andalusia, just 
for the thrill of the total contrast. Then Vincent was 
by her side, his head just reaching her shoulder, and 
she forced a smile to her face. ‘Well, this is it. What 
do you think?’ she asked gaily. 

Vincent Marchetti glanced up at the building and 
shrugged. ‘It is all right. Let’s get out of the sun,’ 
Maria watched him walk ahead, a small smile on her 
painted lips. She watched the bellboys collect her 
mountain of luggage, for she had taken everything 
with her from Carlos’s villa. The jewellery she had 
halved, keeping the very finest pieces to wear and 


274 



selling the rest. Now her bank balance practically . 

dazzled her with all the zeros. 

The hotel room boasted air-conditioning) a queeti- 
sized bed) private bathroom, colour television, mini- 
bar and telephone, but the first thing she did was 
check that her adjoining room with Vincent March- 
etti was locked. It was, and the key was on her side. 
Not that he was in any way threatening, and she knew 
she had to keep him sweet. So far she had succeeded 
in bringing him to Monte Carlo, but already he was 
making noises about rejoining the institute and 
continuing with his proper scientific work. 

But she was confident she could handle him, 
without having to go as far as sleeping with him. 
After all, who really cared about science when there 
was life to be lived, and all the treasures it held to be 
explored? Treasures like parties, new places, love. 
And revenge. Oh, yes, she was looking forward to 
revenge. 

A sea breeze feathered across her skin, cooling her 
arms and making her shiver. Somewhere in that 
jungle of white-painted buildings, hotels- casinos, 
shopping malls and royal palaces was ihe lair of 
Wayne D’Arville, her not-so-beloved father. 

Ironically enough, she had arrived in Monte Carlo 
almost five weeks to the day after her grandfathers 
funeral. She wondered what he had been like as she 
walked to her cases and began to unpack. She had 
worked hard for all those magic labels - Valentine, 
Dior, St Laurent, even a few classics from Eima'- 

andChanel-andshedidnkwantsomemaidSiS^ 
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them. She had just put away the last of her things and 
was holding her jewellery case in her hand, ready to 
take it down to the hotel safe, when a soft knock came 
on the door connecting the two rooms. She walked 
towards it, but made no move to turn the key. ‘Yes?’ 

‘You hungry?’ The voice was muffled but she was 
relieved to notice he made no move to turn the door 
handle. In his own way, Vincent was a sweetie. 

‘Starving,’ she admitted. ‘Meet me in the restau- 
rant in ten minutes.’ She changed quickly into a 
summer dress of dramatic ruby-red, which was 
practically nothing more than a poncho that flowed 
and rippled whenever she moved, leaving a long 
length of leg bare. Watching with eagle eyes as they 
put her jewels into the safe, she asked for directions 
to the restaurant, which turned out to be practically 
empty. They ordered poulet saute aux olives de 
Provence i followed by raspberries in a rich cream, 
enjoying the meal after the short flight. Maria drank 
sparingly of the white wine. She had to remain clear 
and level-headed for later on tonight. Later on, she 
would face her father not as a dirty, sweating peasant 
working in a sweat-shop clothes factory but as a 
wealthy, beautiful woman who was taking his money. 

‘Shall we take a walk on the beach?’ Vincent asked, 
his voice hesitant and containing his usual hopeful 
squeak. 

Briefly she shook her head. ‘No. I want to check 
out the equipment.’ 

Vincent’s face fell, but he rose obediently when she 
did, leaving his dessert unfinished to follow her to the 
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lifts. Upstairs, Maria unlocked a black leather brief- 
case from which she extracted a small box. Inside was 
a small pink, oddly shaped disc, designed to fit snugV; 
into her ear. She carefully inserted the plastic mould 
into her right ear then walked to the mirror to check ii 
was invisible under her dark curtain of her hair. I 
was. ‘OK. Try your end. No - not here,’ shi 
murmured as Vincent retrieved a small microphoni 
from the same briefcase and held it up to his hand 
‘Go outside - by the pool - and then try it. If it’: 
work from that distance we’ll have no trouble at th 
casino.’ 

Vincent flushed with anticipatory pleasure. He w< 
looking forward to tonight, too, though for differei 
reasons of course. Maria smiled indulgently. She wi 
getting fond of little Vincent. ‘And, coro, try practi 
ing a little more discretion, yes? My . . . h 
D’Arville will have security men scattered ! 
around the place on the lookout for cheaters wi 
angles. You can’t just lift up your hand and talk ir 
it. Pretend to be scratching your cheek or somethii 
You can do that for me, can’t you, darling?’ 

‘Of course. I’ll practise in front of the mir 
tonight. Before we leave.’ His face wreathed ii 
smile. He was having more fun in one day thai 
whole year at the institutel 

Maria wandered around the room restlessly, oc 
sionally touching her ear to make sure the disc 1 
not fallen out. It felt strange at first, but the pla 
had been moulded especially for the purpose 
fitting snugly into a human ear, and she suspet 


that after several nights of wearing it she would 
hardly notice its existence. How or where Carlos 
had found such state-of-the-art listening and trans- 
mitting devices she didn’t know or care. Even the 
microphone of Vincent’s was barely bigger than a 
thimble. 

She jumped, then smiled broadly as she heard a 
small, tinny but xmmistakable voice deep in her ear. 
‘Maria. Can you hear me? I hope so. I’m by the pool 
now. I’m coming back. We’ll talk in a minute, OK?’ 

Vincent felt as if he’d just stepped into a James 
Bond movie. He only hoped he wouldn’t let her 
down, but he wasn’t really worried about his ‘gift’ 
failing him. He had a ninety-nine per cent success 
rate that sent the professors and occasional visiting 
experts from other coimtries into fits of rapture. 

He returned to Maria’s room and knocked timidly. 
He knew he was making a fool of himself with Maria, 
but she was so lovely, how could he deny her? The 
•v door was flung open and he saw instantly that her 
^ face was glowing; her eyes were shining like stars, 
and her cherry-red mouth was wide and laughing. ‘It 
worked, Vincent! It worked.’ She reached out and 
pulled him inside, dancing with him arotmd and 
around the room. 

Eventually she danced to a halt, and then impa- 
tiently tugged out the pink plastic from her ear. 
‘Come on. Let’s tour this little city of his, and see 
some sights!’ 

Vincent wanted badly to ask exactly who Wayne 
D’Arville was and why she wanted so desperately to 
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take his money, but he was scared of spoiling her 
mood. So they tented an English Jaguar and got lost 
in the maze of streets that bore exotic names like the 
Boulevard des Moulins, Avenue de la Costa, Rue 
Princesse Florestine and Boulevard Albert-Premier. 
They drove to the Port de Monaco and watched the 
yachts as the sun slowly set, then drove past the 
Cathedrale, the high arched windows aglow with 
colour. As night slowly approached, the lights came 
on - thousands, millions of twinkling lights. She 
could feel the pulse of the city begin to stir and 
hum, like blood in invisible veins. 

‘Let’s get back. I want to change,’ she said, her 
voice suddenly lower and colder. She had work to do. 

Back in her room, Maria stared at her wardrobe 
carefully. She wanted this first meeting to be some- 
thing special - something he would never forget. She 
thought of white first, for dramatic contrast with her 
hair and eyes, but then decided against it. White was 
the colour of a victim, and tonight it was Wayne 
D’Arville who was going to bleed. Red, then. She 
pulled out a sequined gown by Regis, then shook her 
head. Too bold - she was not a whore, but a 
sophisticated woman. Her eye ran along the rails 
of clothes and stopped at a deep orange velvet 
gown, cut with a narrow but plunging V at both 
neck and back. Thoughtfully she pulled it on and 
checked her reflection in the mirror. The orange 
velvet, as rich and luxurious as any material could 
be, glowed softly against her creamily tanned skin, 
turning her hair into a midnight-black and making 
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her light brown eyes look iniriguingly tawny. Slowly 
she smiled. After adding a golden brown shadow to 
her eyelids and burnt orange lipstick to her mouth, 
she donned a tiger’s eye necklace that consisted of a 
single stone on a delicate gold chain, the gem nestling 
between the braless valley of her breasts, drawing all 
eyes to that point. To complete the outfit she stepped 
into three-inch-high gold shoes that glittered as she 
walked, and took out a matching clutch-purse. 

She slipped in her earplug and brushed out her 
hair, as a final touch spraying gold glitter sparingly 
over her ebony locks. She walked a few steps, turned 
her head, and saw how the glittery drops flashed in 
the light as she moved. Perfect. She knocked on the 
adjoining door, rechecked her appearance and turned 
as the door opened and Vincent walked in. 

He was dressed in a dinner jacket. ‘Vincent, 
darling, you look very debonair,’ she said, trying 
to be kind. 

Vincent said nothing - his mouth was open, his 
eyes almost standing out on stalks. ‘Maria,’ he said 
hoarsely. ‘You’re . . . beautiful isn’t enough. There 
must be a better word. You’re . . . everything!’ He 
shrugged helplessly. Maria felt tears come to her eyes 
and she swallowed hard. Vincent went hot, then cold 
is she ran a few steps towards him then leaned down 
:o kiss his cheek, but when she straightened up again, 
ler eyes and voice were hard. ‘Right. Are you ready?’ 

Vt the Droit de Seigneur, Paris stood behind the 
oulette wheel. His mother and father, he’d managed 
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to find out, were following up a lead on Hans 
Mueller, the son who had drowned, ^d had tra- 
veiled up the coast to interview the fisherman who 
had pulled the young lad from the water. 

Unlike Vincent, Paris’s tuxedo fitted him per- 
fectly, accenting his lean, tall body, deepening his 
brown hair and eyes and giving him an added 
maturity that belied his tender years. At the moment 
his gaze was fixed on the small white ball bouncing 
around like a thing demented before settling into the 
black sixteen spot. He groaned silently and looked 
across at his sister. 

Gemma was wearing shimmering black in a four- 
teen-tiered dress that glittered with her slightest 
movement. Her short cap of hair had been teased 
by a top hairdresser to curl to a point at each cheek 
and in the middle of her forehead. Her make-up was 
dramatic, all deep red lips and heavy dark eyes. She 
looked young, and at the moment impossibly alive. 
Paris felt a stab of panic as she eagerly thrust out a 
stack of chips on to the red two spot. Don’t get the 
bug, sis, he prayed silently. Dad’ll kill mel 
They had arrived yesterday and checked into the 
best hotel, Paris learning only an hour later that they 
they were relying on one of Gemma’s credit cards. 
He himself had all but emptied his bank account and 
had a fistful of traveller’s cheques, but he hoped that 
their money would run out soon and force them to 

leave. Monaco, and the casino in particular, made 
him nervous. 

At first it had been intriguing. They’d toured the 
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harbour on one of the tourist trips, tried out French 
croissants and coffee, listened with wide eyes to the 
gabble of languages around them - French, Portu- 
guese, German and Italian - and dressed up for 
gourmet meals at the best and priciest place in 
town. Used to the Hollywood syndrome, where 
everybody was involved in ‘the business* to some 
degree, as producer, agent, starlet or whatever, Paris 
foxmd the cosmopolitan sophistication of Monte 
Carlo an eye-opener. In fact, with all the water- 
skiing, powerboat-racing and topless beaches, Paris 
might never have wanted to leave. 

Except that tonight they had come to D’Arville’s 
casino. 

Paris had not known quite what to suspect. Cer- 
tainly there was no sign of the man himself. Gemma 
had insisted they go to the bar first, where she’d 
ordered a Bloody Mary. ‘The colour will go with my 
lipstick, stupid,’ she’d hissed when Paris had raised 
one dark brow at her. He himself ordered a beer, both 
of them turning to look around. The sight of the 
world’s wealthiest people, all competing to lose their 
money faster than anybody else, was an awesome 
sight, but Gemma’s head had swivelled ceaselessly. ‘I 
don’t see him,’ she’d hissed after ten minutes, and 
Paris, bored and nervous, had shrugged and turned 
to pump the barman. ‘Hey, who owns this place?’ 

The barman obliged, not only with the owner’s 
name, but also with the information that Monsieur 
D’Arville was in New York. Whilst Gemma fumed, 
Paris had to bite back the laughter. 
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They’d travelled the ocean to come here, even 
stopping off in New York, and found they needn’t 
have bothered. It was hilarious. Gemma, however; 
didn’t appreciate the irony, and to prevent the 
evening becoming an entire waste had promptly 
stalked to the nearest roulette table, with Pari? 
following more cautiously. 

At first she had won - almost ten thousand dollar; 
- and her youthful delight had even made the world- 
weary oil sheiks and professional gamblers raise ; 
smile. But then came the losing streak. The tei 
thousand dwindled and went, and she was back t( 
using her own money. As the total of losses mountec 
up, Paris began to fidget, at one point even shoulder 
ing his way around the table, leaning over he 
shoulder and whispering in her ear that perhaps i 
was time to quit. 

For his brotherly concern and trouble she ha< 
given him a vicious fulminating stare that had sen 
him away, smiling ruefully. ‘OK. But you’re the on 
who’s gonna have to face Dad,’ he’d warned hei 
Now, ten minutes later, she had lost another tw 
thousand dollars. 

Paris sighed and moved away. Hell, he didn’t hav 
to watchl Suddenly he stopped, jerking like a mat 
ionette whose strings had just been pulled. Not te: 
feet away, dressed in flame orange, was the mos 
beautiful woman in the world. Paris swallowed hare 
ridiculously unable to move. The girl turned an 
pulled off a gold lace shawl and handed it to a smal 
tigly man by her side. The contrast between the tw 
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TTSS cxjsiical Paris fomxd himsdf moving to%rards 
net, bnr vms not avrare of liis feet supporting his 

. . 1. A* • 

Sensing a tall presence moving m on her, Mana 
Alvarez spun aroundj expecting her father. Her 
mouth opened ready to spit venom, then, as her 
head completed the ninety-degree turn, her eyes 
froze in shock as they met tiiose of the handsome 
young boy who was staring at her with an absorbed, 
almost stunned expression. For a long, long moment, 
Paris Harcourt and Maria Alvarez did nothing but 
stare at one another. Then Paris managed a^ srnile, 
nothing more than a bare movement of his lips. 
‘Hello,’ he whispered. 

Maria blinked, her mind grappling for a hold on 
reality. Something had happened. She was sure of it. 
But what? ‘Hello,’ she whispered back. 

Vincent turned and looked up at the handsome 
face, frowning deeply. His small pudgy hand tugged 
at her dress as a child might tug on his mother s 
apron strings. 

Maria looked down, focusing her eyes on Vincent 
with some difficulty. But the sight of his jealous face 
snapped her back to reality. She had a job to do, and 
she needed Vincent. 

*Senor* She nodded coolly at Paris, smiled bril- 
liantly down at Vincent and then moved away, as 
regal as a queen. 

Paris turned and stared after her, his eyes wide and 
pained, his thoughts chaotic. As he watched, her ugly 
companion condescendingly patted her hand, and he 
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saw her smile at him vaguely, the meaning seeming! 
unmistakable. 

Just another beautiful woman with another rid 
but ugly man. 

Paris’s young face, suddenly tightened, and th 
eyes that followed her progress around the roon 
were suddenly those of an adult. In a city like Mont 
Carlo, there were probably many such sights. I 
meant nothing. It was just a chance meeting - ; 
little vmpleasant, certainly disappointing, but noth 
ing to get het up about. 

He should just forget her. He knew that. 

But he also knew that he wouldn’t be able to. 
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CHAPTER 17 


New York 

Yesterday’s copy of the New York Sentinel fluttered 
in the breeze blowing down a cramped and filthy 
alley, its slight rustle waking the boy whose torso it 
covered. 

Travis blinked and stared at the garbage can next 
to him, which was buzzing loudly. The soimd 
puzzled him, reminding him of the weird sotmd- 
effetts in science-fiction movies. Too tired to be 
curious, he lay back again on the cracked concrete 
and rubbed his eyes with a hand grown tmbelievably 
dirty. He hadn’t realized just how dirty you could get 
when you didn’t wash. Just a week ago, he’d have 
been getting out of a warm bed and taking a shower 
with hot water and soap and shampoo. 

He closed his eyes, but only for a moment. It was a 
luxury to do something so rash - that much he had 
already learnt. Instead he tucked himself into a foetal 
position and licked his dry lips. 

Even something as simple as finding a drink of 
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water had been an obstacle at first. Public toilets were 
the only answer, and their squalor and chlorine-filled 

water often made him vomit. 

But after only a week on the streets he now knew 
which train-station toilets had the best water. Afuch 
good that that would do him now. Only an unlocked 
staff door had saved him last night at Grand Central, 
when one of his biological fadier’s lackeys had been 
waiting for him. How they knew he was there, he was 
not sure. He supposed Wayne had enough money tc 
pay untold numbers of derelicts to spy on him anc 
report his every movement. 

Travis glanced up as the buzzing in the can seemec 
to rise in pitch, making the battered galvanized car 
vibrate. Still he was too tired to be curious. 

Besides, he had more pressing matters on his mind 
Like - what was he going to do for water now? He'c 
already learned that cafe and bar owners weren’t ta< 


happy about kids wandering in and using thei 
facilities without buying a drink. 

Buying a drink! 


Travis grinned in the cold early morning dawn, ; 
wide grin which barely hid the desperation tha 
clawed continually at his innards. He was not cix 
out for this, he thought, without a trace of self-pny-- 
he was beyond that now. He was merely rirtTryTm; 
straight. AU his life he’d been able to rely on two rid 
and successful parents. 


He d read m yesterday’s paper, gleaned Srom a c 
wastebm, that the famous Valentine Coneiand- a 
his ex-model wife, were sdll in the intens^e careu 
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at City Memorial, suffering from smoke inhalation. 
At first he’d been elated just to know they were still 
alive. Not that he could visit them - his father would 
have the hospital staked out. 

But after the first euphoria he began to worry. Why 
were they still in intensive care? Had there been brain 
damage? 

The thought of Val and Veronica, so near yet so 
far, made him want to weep. But he knew that if he 
gave in to that impulse he was lost. 

But Travis was coming to the end of his tether. 
While Val and his mother hadn’t exactly spoiled him, 
they certainly hadn’t been stingy with him either. His 
schools had all been civilized, fee-paying schools, the 
kind where pupils still opened doors for their tea- 
chers. His job had been in a rough-and-tumble 
world, but one with its own camaraderie. And even 
at work he had so far merely watched as others 
reported what had happened, hoping one day to do 
. the same. He’d never personally been present just 
after a woman took a butcher’s knife to her husband, 
or when a fifteen-year-old girl had been gang raped. 

Nothing in his life before had prepared him for the 
cut-throat world that existed on New York’s streets. 

Travis frowned and then tensed as he heard a 
soimd. A human sound. He’d been quick to learn 
the difference between the sound of a cat or ferreting 
rat and that made by a man or woman. Cats and rats 
weren’t dangerous. 

Cautiously, as the shuffling noise came closer, he 
lifted his head from where it was resting on his arm 
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and peered around the noisy garbage can, slo 
releasing his breath when he saw who it was. 

An old man was slowly working the alley, pokin 
the litter and dumped waste and checking the \ 
bage cans. Xravis had seen him around before. 

Bill, or Will, something like that. He looked bl 
but Travis knew that it was only years of accu 
lated dirt that made him appear so. He’d made 
mistake before, his first night out. 

Travis glanced up as the old man reached 
buzzing garbage can and lifted the lid. 

Immediately a swarm of flies, like a black ma: 
smoke, rose into the air, and the stench of roi 
meat fouled the breeze. Travis gritted his teet 
stop from retching. He had managed to find a 1 
eaten Chinese meal yesterday, and he couldn’t af 
to throw it up now. Already his legs were weak, 
whenever he moved he felt light-headed. Starve 
was setting in. 

‘Hey!’ the old man yelped, the word a bark of al 
as he spotted Travis. Travis jumped and looket 
just in time to see the old man relax. ‘Oh, ir's - 
you.’ 

Travis wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry. In 
town, where practically anybody would slip a fc 
between your ribs to steal your booze, he ; 

that it was a good thing for this old man to cons; 
him harmless. 

‘Nothing much up here, is there?’ the old i 
grumbled. “Why’d you sleep un here, M(P’ 

Travis slowly sat up. There'was not much p< 


staying down - he would certainly never sleep. In 
fact, he supposed he slept on average three hours a 
night, if that, and lord, he was tired. ‘There’s nobody 
around here,’ he explained wearily. The old man 
snorted derisively. 

‘TTia’s a fac’. Too windy, boy. See - it’s open down 
that end. There’s plenty of streets round here that 
ain’t. You’re still green, boy - that’s all. You’ll learn. 
Ifn you live long enough.’ 

Travis smiled weakly. ‘I dare say,’ 

His companion gnmted and then moved to the wall 
opposite the yotmg boy. The space was so narrow 
that barely four feet seperated them. Travis watched 
the old man burrow his butt into the wall and slowly 
slide down, one hand on the booze in his charity 
overcoat, the other on whatever was in his second 
pocket. A knife, probably. 

The old man’s eyes, a washed-out grey, stayed 
fixed on him as his backside settled on to the con- 
Crete with a bump. Perhaps, Travis thought with 
another wide smile, he looked a little bit dangerous 
after all. 

‘Wha’s funny, kid?’ 

Travis’s grin faded quickly as he settled himself 
more comfortably against his own wall and pulled the 
insulating newspapers more firmly over his chest. 
Nevertheless, he still shivered in the five o’clock 
chill. He was acquiring a cough and wondered, 
bleakly, how far away pneumonia was. Probably 
not that far. ‘Nothing’s fiinny,’ he finally answered, 
his voice perfectly flat. ‘Nothing at all.’ 
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‘Ain’t that the truth.’ The old eyes watched him, 
taking in the thin, useless windcheater and ^e 
haphazard way he’d pulled the papers around him. 
Seventeen, no older, the old man thought. Well- 
spoken, gentle, useless. He’d not last a month. 

Travis looked up as the old man si^ed, extracted a 
bottle of meths from one pocket and took a swig. 
Travis stared. So it was true - they really did drink 
meths! He’d always thought that that was just typical 
TV bullshit. He shuddered as he wondered what the 
liquid was doing to the old man’s insides. 

‘Look, kid, if you’re gorma rely on newspaper to 
keep warm, you gotta do it right. Look.’ The old man 
got painfully to his knees and crawled over to Travis, 
who had tensed automatically at the old man’s 
approach. ‘The idea is to take off your coat. . . this 
thing he nudged the windcheater vdth a contemp- 
tuous finger ‘- and then your shirt. You wrap the 
paper over your bare chest, see, then put on your 
shirt.’ The faded grey eyes glanced up into blue ones 
to see if he was making any impression. Satisfied by 
the boy’s alert and interested look, he nodded, 
mumbled something, wiped his nose on his sleeve, 
then sat back on his heels, ‘Then you put on another 
layer of paper, then your coat. See, to get it in layers. 
It’s layers an’ stuff that keeps you warm. Then, 
finally, you pull papers over you, but you gotta roll 
into ’em, so that the wind can’t blow up ’em and get 
at ycr kidneys. Got it?’ 

Travis nodded, and then blinked, feeling absurd 
tears begin to make his vision waver. It was stupid. 
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but he had to swallow hard before he could speat 
This old man, with his rank body odour and breat 
that could make him feel ill from a himdred pace: 
was the first person to do anything for him that couf 
even remotely be called a kindness. 

‘Thanks,’ he said gruffly. 

The old man grunted, then lifted off a few pages c 
the newspaper still covering Travis’s legs. ‘OK boj 
Any time. Course, the best thing you can do is find 
coat like this ’un.’ He plucked at his own heavy serg 
khaki coat, but was too busy reading his paper to tel 
Travis how to go about getting one. 

‘Hmm, not much going on in the world, is there? 
the old man muttered, crossing his legs at his ankle 
and turning a page. He looked so dignified tha 
Travis had to fight the absurd desire to just laugl 
and laugh until he died. 

A cop car crawled past the entrance to the alley i 
hundred yards away but didn’t stop. Nevertheless 
Travis tensed, his eyes on the blue and white vehicli 
vmtil it had totally disappeared. When he glancec 
back at his companion, the grey eyes on him wore i 
knowing look. 

‘Look, kid, lemme give you some advice that’l 
really do you some good. Go home ^ no matter wha 
the old gal or old man has done to yer, it can’t bi 
worse than this.’ 

Travis glanced away. ‘It’s not like that.’ 

The old man shrugged. ‘Suit yourself.’ 

Travis wanted to explain, feeling a very humar 
gratitude to this old man for sharing just these few 
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minutes with him. Loneliness was another thinfj he’ 
never had to deal with before. But before he coul 
speak he began to cough, then couldn’t stop. For Ion 
minutes he struggled to catch his breath, and whe 
he did, he didn’t dare say anything in case it pre 
yoked another attack. 

It was mid-July, and during the day he sweatee 
but at night . . . 

Instead of talking, he glanced down and leane 
forward into his chest, trying to keep warm. As he di 
so, his eyes met the headlines on the fourth page c 
the newspaper. It was a story about his parents. Th 
reporter, like himself, had come to the conclusio 
that the Copelands’ chances of survival did not loo 
good. A doctor at the hospital had given som 
meaningless quotes. 

There was no mention of him, listing him j 
missing or otherwise. His father’s influence mu! 
be even stronger than he’d thought. 

Travis gave a small moan and turned his head, th 
rough brick of the wall scraping his cheek. The ol 
man looked up, his gaze skidding off the yoxmg boy 
look of utter despair, and went back to reading h 
paper. He wanted nothing to do with despair. ‘Hen 
you oughta read the personals. That’s always goo 
for a laugh.’ The gruff voice dragged him back froi 
the dark yawning pit, and Travis grabbed the lifelir 
eagerly. 

‘Yeah?’ He tried to inject at least a particl 
interest in his voice. 

‘Yeah.’ The old man grinned, revealing rot. 
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teeth and an oddly blue tongue. ‘Listen to this. 
"Rosy-face, your loving Dido needs you. Come 
home. Kissy-Sue.” Ain’t that hilarious?’ 

Travis began to laugh. He was not sure why - he 
didn’t find it particularly funny, but for a short while 
the red-brick alley with wall-to-wall rats, flies and 
despair was filled with the laughter of an old man and 
a half-dead young kid. 

Then, somewhere in the distance a clock chimed, 
and the old man sighed, getting stiffly to his feet. 
‘Gotta go, kid. Here.’ He threw the personal column 
page at him. ‘Have a laugh on me. You need it. And 
take care of that cough, kid.’ 

Travis blinked, feeling more alone now than he 
had last night. ‘OK. I will. Mind how you go, won’t 
you?’ 

The old man held up a hand and shuffled off. 
Travis shook his head, then looked up quickly as the 
k old man turned back. 

^ ‘There’s a hot-dog man over on Fifth and Main, 
usually secs up about seven o’clock. If he has any left- 
overs from last night, he’s good for a touch-up.’ 

Travis smiled with lips that wobbled. ‘Thanks. I’ll 
be there.’ 

‘Be early. There’s always a lot of people waiting to 
give him the touch-up, son.’ 

Travis watched the old man turn the comer, die 
wind blowing the long, matted grey hair back from 
his face for just a few seconds. Travis wondered if the 
man was even forty. 

The flies settled back to their garbage can. Travis 
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wondered idly where they got in. Anotner ^ 
crawled by and ignored him. He was stuo Z—i 
father had several cops on his paytollj for ones or 
twice he’d had to dodge cops who’d seemed to be 
coming specifically after him. Of necessity, he d. 
become a master at finding escape holes - down 
storage drains, through the air-conditioning tuimels 
in stores, out of skylights and up tenement fire- 
escape ladders. 

But die constant need for vigilance was wearing 
him down. He could feel it, actually sapping his vital 
energy. He didn’t mind the hunger so much - after a 
while you got used to the gnawing, empty pain. He 
didn’t even mind sleeping rough; you could get used 
to the cold too. Keeping out of the way of the street 
gangs, the perverts, the men in fancy cars looking for 
a boy for the night, and keeping your head down 
twenty-four hours a day was wearing on the nerves, 
but Travis could live with it. The loneliness, the 
constant draining despair of feeling unv/ell but 
needing to keep moving, moving all the time, also 
took its toll, but they were not in any immediate 
danger of hammering the final nail in his coffin. 

No, it was the bone-numbing v/eariness, and the 
certain knowledge that the hounds v/ere closing in, 
that made Travis want to weep. He could trust no 
one. Even now, he knew, that old man might be 
holding out his dirty mittened hand for a pay-off to 
the man in the blue suit, or the scarred man, or ar,-j 
other of the many minions in his father^s pay, 
second the handsome blond man, or fho i. 
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scar, could walk down the alley from either end, 
sandwiching him in, closing in like the pair of jackals 
they were. 

Travis shook his head in silent negation as his hands 
fell limply on to the newspaper. He looked down and 
read the first message. ‘Lost - beige pekinese, answers 
to the name of Jenkins. S500 reward.’ 

Five hundred dollars, Travis slowly repeated 
aloud. What would he give for five hundred dollars? 

The day of the fire, after finally losing the ape with 
the scar after a prolonged and bitter chase, he had 
discovered he had exactly thirteen dollars and fifty- 
seven cents on him. That had gone within a day. 
Stupid - stupid, stupid, stupid! If only he’d known 
seven days ago what he knew now. 

No - no, he couldn’t give in to despair. He 
couldn’t. His father’s army of cops, informers and 
paid narks had slowly moved him down, down from 
suburb to suburb, down from where the rich folk 
lived to where the wealthy folk lived, to where the 
workers lived, to finally this place - not Brooklyn, not 
the Bronx, but somewhere close. 

How long before they had him cornered to just a 
few blocks? It was hard to say just how they had done 
it. There was no one thing Travis could remember, 
for the past week had gone by like a nightmarish blur. 

At first he had tried the charity shelters. The first 
night he had even settled down for the night, when 
whispers in the corridor had alerted him. Only by 
squeezing through a narrow window in the back of 
the soup kitchen had he escaped the elegant blond 
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man, who had been busy searching the beds with a 
small flashlight. Travis had just caught a glimpse of 
the priest counting a wad of notes as he crawled past 
the window. 

After that, he had tried bus stations, train stations, 
anywhere where it was warm, but always there was 
someone waiting for him. Only his paranoia and flie 
fact that shock and grief had made him gaunt and 
pale and unlike the smiling, healthy boy in the 
photographs his father’s army carried of him had 
allowed him to escape. That, and the fact that so far 
he had been extraordinarily lucky. 

But Travis knew luck couldn’t last for ever. 

He glanced down at the paper again, seeking i 
distraction from his grim thoughts, and his owr 
name leapt up ofl[ the page. He blinked, pulled th< 
paper closer to him, and read the ad. 

‘Travis. You are tired. You are hungry. By not; 
you are probably ill. You can stop all that by going t 
Bloomingdale’s. I have a man waiting for you then 
twenty-four hours a day. Father.’ 

Travis stared at it, shook his head, looked up an 
down the alley, at the buzzing garbage can, then bac 
at the paper. He read it again, each word hammerin 
cruelly into his head. ‘111. Tired. Hungry. You C£ 
stop it . . .’ 

Travis threw the paper away and got to his fe 
quickly. Too quickly, as it turned out. 

He groaned, leaned against the wall and waited f 
the alley to stop spinning around him. Staggerii 
along against the wall, he began to seardi for oth( 
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older papers. He found Wednesday’s. Feverishly he 
looked through the papers, grimacing at the vomit 
and tomato ketchup stains caking the pages together, 
and found the personal ads. There it was. 

‘Travis. You can’t go to the shelters. You can’t go 
to the cops. You can’t go to the paper. You can’t go to 
friends. You can only come to me. Father.’ 

Travis looked up from the paper, his gaze meeting 
an advertising billboard for Marlboro cigarettes. 

Slowly the paper slid from his nerveless fingers. 
He moved, staggering slightly as his weakened knees 
gave out periodically. In the trash from an apartment 
building he found Tuesday’s edition. 

‘Travis. I have a yacht waiting for you. Champa- 
gane. French food. A Queen Aime bed. Beautiful 
girls. Anything you want, Travis. Anything. Father.’ 

He dug deeper into the bins, coming up with 
Monday’s. It was as far back as he could go. The 
weekend Sentinel didn’t carry personal ads. As he 
searched through the paper, wet from the rain, the 
words kept swimming around inside him, conjtiring 
up cruel hallucinations of a warm bed with real 
sheets, food that was hot and properly cooked, 
nourishing and appetising. 

He was almost crying by the time he found the 
right page and his father’s first message. 

‘T ravis. Don’t run. Please don’t make me hunt you 
down. Father.’ 

Travis slowly sat down on the concrete steps, 
ignoring the grafitti that covered the walls arotmd 
him, and began to laugh. 
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A roadsweeper began to whistle, a tune from one of 
the current Broadway hits, and Travis found the 
laughter turning to a fit of coughing. Without Ae 
protection of his paper blankets he was shivering 
hard, and he hugged himself with his arms as he 
waited for the coughing fit to pass. 

The roadsweeper, a middle-aged man with a beer- 
belly and nicotine-yellowed hands, stopped whistling 
and leaned on his broom to stare at him with mildly 
curious eyes. Travis glanced at him, then away again. 
It must be approaching seven. He would find the old 
man’s hot-dog stand, then rustle up a copy of today’s 
paper. He stood up and carefully negotiated the 
concrete steps, ignoring the sweeper who began to 
whistle again. He didn’t notice the man extract from 
his yellow cart a walkie-talkie, and thought nothing 
of it when the whistling behind him suddenly 
stopped. 

At Fifth and Main, Travis found himself across the 
street, staring at a sea of derelicts. Bag ladies shoved 
elbows with children of no more than ten or twelve. 
He could not even see the street vendor, who must 
surely be somewhere in the middle. 

For a long, helpless moment he stared at them; 
wondering if he felt strong enough to try and fight his 
way through. Then he remembered reading about £ 
wino getting knifed for doing just such a thing. His 
body had lain on the sidewalk for hom-s, people jusi 

stepping over him, before a coroner’s van had finally 
arrived. 
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Travis turned and walked away. He walked slowly 
because his chest felt congested and every few 
minutes he had to stop and gasp for air, but he 
knew just where he was going. Across the street, 
parked in a green sedan, Cyril Francis had a good 
idea too. He glanced at his watch, put the car into 
first, and idled along, ten yards behind the boy, 
talking into a radio. 

Travis paused on one comer, scanning the news- 
paper stall for the right customer. He ignored the 
secretaries on the way to work, and the cab drivers 
picking up their six or seven papers for the day’s 
reading between fares. He made his move only when 
a man in a thousand-dollar suit and crocodile brief- 
case purchased a copy of the Sentinel. Quickly, 
Travis followed him, praying he didn’t hail a cab 
before checking the stock exchange and business 
section. He didn’t. 

Turning the pages as he walked, stmehow mana- 
ging to read and not cannon into people as he went, the 
tall, ginger-haired man who was his ‘mark’ finished 
the pink-sheeted ‘city news’ section, and, leaving the 
rest of the paper xinglanced at, dvunped it straight on 
to the side of the street before hailing a cab. Travis, a 
few steps behind, picked it up and walked to the 
nearest wall, out of the way and out of the wind. 

It made a wonderful change to handle a clean 
newspaper, still smelling of printer’s ink and cheap 
paper. 

He managed to find the personal column at the 
first try. 
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Travis. I here is not a place tnai you oau luuc 
where I won’t find you. Don’t drag this thing out. 
You know it’s only a matter of time. Father.’ 

Slowly Travis let the paper fall out of his hands. As 
he did so, a green car suddenly swerved across the 
traffic, the squeal of other cars’ brakes and the 
honking of horns making him look up. 

Through the windscreen, he saw the lean dark face 
with its white scar, and for a brief moment in time he 
couldn’t move. Then he swivelled, moving a step 
forward, only to find the blond with the suit not ten 
feet away, shaking his head with a sad smile. 

Travis swallowed hard, feeling his stomach lurch 
and the pavement do The same beneath his feet. He 
turned around. He didn’t recognize the men waiting 
behind him, but he picked them out from the 
gathering crowd of early -morning New Yorkers 
with ease. He glanced back at the car. The man 
with the scar was out of it now, but only leaning 
against the bonnet, totally at ease. 

Puzzled, Travis, still with his back against the wall, 
began a crab-like walk sideways, away from the 
blondman to where a narrow loading alley ran along- 
side a huge department store. He kept a wary eye on 
the two, heavy-set men to his right, but they die 
nothing but watch him with bland, merciless eyes. 

Travis glanced back at the blond man as, with hi; 
hands flat against the bricks, he groped for th< 
opening. The man hadn’t moved. 

Travis frowned. What the hell was going on? Whj 
didn’t they jump him, for Pete’s sake? Tensior 
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throbbed at his temple, but suddenly his hand found 
open air, and with one last look he slipped into the 
alley and began to nm, his breath coming in short, 
laboured gulps. 

The alley curled aroimd, narrowing as the huge 
bulk of the department store gave way to pitiful 
offices. A few yards on Travis found himself facing 
a twenty-foot wall. He stopped and stared at it. It was 
perfectly smooth and without any footholds or 
crumbling brick. Similiar walls boxed him in at his 
left and right. No fire escapes. No boxes or garbage 
cans to climb up - nothing. 

He turned, expecting them to be right behind him, 
but the way back was clear. Except he could not go 
back; belatedly he realized that he had done just what 
they wanted him to do. Slowly, he began to back up, 
iing his eyes as the wall behind him stopped his 
pairing retreat. He was trapped, 
le half turned into the wall, fighting the cowardly 
ire to cry, and waited in the darkness of his closed 
s, coughing occasionally, shivering in the shadows 
:re the rising sim could not reach him. 
le was almost asleep on his feet when he heard the 
t sound, but he didn’t open his eyes. He didn’t 
It to see. He didn’t want to know. He was tired - 
dear God, he was so tired. He felt ill - not in pain, 
ill in a sapping, relentless way that made breath- 
ing hard, standing difficult, and fighting impossible. 

He should have known he couldn’t fight a man like 
Wayne D’Arville. He should have known! 

He could feel a presence close by - and suddenly 
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knew why the others had waited. He could smell the 
expensive aftershave, could hear the soft, regular 
breathing, could almost feel the heat from his 
father’s skin warming him. 

He flinched when he felt a hand on his face, but the 
touch was surprisingly gentle. Fingers curled arotmd 
his chin, forcing him to face forward. A silent bui 
irresistible command had his eyes opening. 

As he looked into eyes as blue as his own, ht 
cringed back and made one small sound, too lov 
to be a groan, too weak to be a moan. 

Wayne was leaning down to his son’s slightly lessei 
height, his eyes searching Travis’s face with ai 
intense power and concentration that made hin 
shake in the deepest recesses of his soul. 

Wayne saw at a glance the boy’s pallor, the thin 
ness of his shivering body and the bruised, defeate< 
defiance in his eyes. Grimly he shook his head, hi 
hand still curled possessively around his son’s face 
‘Travis,’ he said softly, chidingly. ‘Travis. You’r 
going to have to learn to obey me.’ 
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CHAPTER 18 


Monte Carlo 

* Sir, I think you should see this.’ 

Wayne looked up from the ledgers in front of him, 
meeting the worried eyes of Antoine Dorlhac, the 
““west manager of the Droit de Seigneur. He was a 
rail man with snapping brown eyes, a voice to 
atch and a brain composed like a steel trap. At 
e moment he was hopping nervously from foot to 
ot. ‘What is it?’ 

‘A winner. A big winner. Every night for a week 

)W.’ 

‘Claude?’ 

Antoine Dorlhac shrugged. ‘He says he cannot see 
)w they are cheating.’ 

‘What are they playing?’ 

^Vingt-et-un.' 

Wayne shut the ledger with a snap. His mind was 
)t really on the work anyway, but on the boy safely 
eked away in his newly purchased residence at La 
Turbie. Since it appeared his son was determined to 
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be difficult, his father’s old villa had not been nearly 
secure enough, and the events of the last week were 
never far from Wayne’s mind. 

He wished Sebastien were there to help, anc 
then was glad he wasn’t. His manager said thai 
Sebastien had received a call from a woman, anc 
had returned to London. Probably a secretary a 
one of the mental hospitals. It was for the best. H( 
couldn’t explain it, but Wayne was sure that i: 
Sebastien ever turned against him, it would meai 
the end. 

Almost a week ago to the day, a team of doctors hat 
been waiting for them on board the Travis Helm 
Strangely quiet though he was, the boy had let hi: 
eyes sharpen curiously on the huge, luxurious yacht 
It had been a strange meeting of man and machine 
the yacht, gleaming, white and impressive, bore ni 
affinity to the dirty, ill and struggling boy after whicl 
it had been named. 

Travis had let himself be led from the alley in Nev 
York without a word, his body leaning heavih 
against that of his father. He had barely glanced a 
Frank Parton or the two others, but as he moved pas 
Cyril Francis, who was holding open the greei 
sedan s door, a long, level look had passed betweer 
them. Wayne had felt insanely jealous for a moment 
but had shrugged it off. He had no more use foj 
Cyril, and Travis would never see him again. 

Travis had not been able to remain immune to th< 
luxury of the yacht - how could he? The previous 
owner had been one of the growing number of Aral 
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sheiks, grown bored with his new toy. Everywhere 
was the gleam of real brass polished to a high sheen 
by a loving crew, and fire-resistant mahogany, teak, 
English walnut and pale ash had been lavished in all 
of the twelve state rooms. The medical equipment 
had been set up in the best of the suites, Travis found 
himself being bathed in a claw-toed bathtub with real 
gold taps, passive and pale as two male nurses 
stripped off his stained and filthy clothes. He’d 
barely glanced at Wayne, who’d watched the proce- 
dure with careful eyes. 

Slowly, as the dirt washed off, Wayne had begun to 
relax. The boy was handsome, lean, strong, intelli- 
gent - a worthy son. Hadn’t his ingenuity at avoiding 
his men for as long as he had proved it? Dr Lomax, 
whom he’d poached from a top Paris clinic, com- 
pleted the initial examination. There had been no 
surprises; exhaustion, the early stages of malnutri- 
tion, and bronchial trouble that might have become 
pneumonia if it had been left untreated a day or two 
longer. Travis was not awake to hear the verdict. The 
moment he had found himself between cool white 
sheets and warming blankets, he was asleep. He had, 
in fact, slept for most of the ocean voyage back to 
Europe. 

Only for short periods during the last two days had 
he been allowed up. It had been the first time they 
had sat down to breakfast together. The meal had 
consisted of scrambled eggs, crisp bacon, French 
toast, grapefruit, muesli, coffee and biscuits. 

For a long while Travis had just stared at the food 
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set out on warmed Wedgwood china, silently finger 
ing the stiff white linen tablecloth and napkins. Then 
he had looked up and across, meeting Wayne’s gaze 

head-on for the first time. 

The eyes were hooded and bland, but Wayne was 
not fooled. He could easily sense the waves of 
antipathy shimmering across the laden table. But 
Travis had eaten - slowly at first, then ravenously. 
Neither had spoken, but the moment the male nurse 
came to take him back to his bed Wayne had gone to 
the radio room and ordered his team in Monaco to 
find him a house high in the hills with an outstanding 
security system. What kept people out would keep 
people in. 

Wayne had had to pay almost double what the Vilh 
du Soleil was wordi, but didn’t care. His team hac 
done wonders in the three days they had been allottee 
before Wayne took up residence, putting new 
electrified gates into the twenty-five-foot wall ani 
chopping down any trees that grew too near the wall 
and might be used in an escape bid. Wayne ha 
approved the extra security cameras and double 
f the guards patrolling the house. 

T ravis, wrapped in a quilt and seated in the back ( 
the black limousine with his father, had watched tl 
sliding electronic gates open in silence, his ey 
seeking out and finding the cameras, the Dobe 
’,v mann dogs, the polite but armed guards. Way 
f.'j' expected him to say something sarcastic, b 

the boy had merely leaned back against the se 
and closed his eyes. Wayne hoped the defeat tl 
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it signified was real, but he was not counting on it. He 
had the strongest feeling that Travis was only waiting 
to rebuild his strength before trying once again to 
escape him. 

The boy couldn’t seem to understand that he was 
Aii, Wayne’s; that he had been stolen from him, his 
true father, by a lying bitch and her male whore. He 
had spent hours trying to tell him he wanted only the 
best for him, and was interested only in improving 
the standard of his life, but the boy was stubbornly 
silent, refusing even to talk except for a few truculent 
syllables . . . 

‘We’re down twenty Aousand and still losing,’ 
Antoine Dorlhac said now as he followed the tower- 
ing figure down the white-washed corridor, dragging 
Wayne’s impatient thoughts back to the present, 

‘How long has it been going on?’ 

‘An hour. Maybe a few minutes more.’ 

‘What’s the average size of his bet?’ 

'Her bet,’ Antoine corrected grimly. ‘A hundred to 
two hundred francs. Petty stuff. If she wasn’t win- 
ning so consistently I’d swear she was an amateur. 
She doesn’t have the confidence or the familiarity 
with the chips and cards of a true professional.’ The 
little man shrugged. ‘I cannot figure it out.’ 

‘Her accomplice?’ 

Antoine snorted. ‘Must be seen to be believed.’ 
The low hum of voices, the clacking of dice and the 
whine of roulette wheels that percolated through the 
casino twenty-four hours a day became louder as 
Wayne stepped behind the curtain. ‘Room four,’ 
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Antoine murmured, glancing around to make sure 
everything was in perfea order. It was. Managin? 
the Droit de Seigneur was Antoine’s biggest break to 
date, and he was determined not to blow it. Besides, 
there was something about his good-looking employ- 
er that scared him witless. 

Wayne moved quickly but with unconscious gract 
through the rooms, his eyes scanning and taking ii 
every detail around him. He saw but paid no pam 
cular attention to a fresh-faced yoimg man, obviousl; 
an American, nor the girl with him, though she wa 
startlingly pretty, with an elfin face, wide dark eye 
and clinging silver dress. 

Gemma nudged Paris in the ribs, making him spi 
his drink, but her eyes never left those of the ma 
making his way through the room, stopping to ch 
here and there to a particularly favoured custome 
His progression through the room made her think 
a king and a receiving line. ‘There he is,’ she hissi 
unnecessarily, for his towering figure and copper h? 
were hardly inconspicuous. Paris looked at t 
hooded blue eyes and saw the cold ruthlessness. 

Gemma looked and saw something she want< 
His height, the way he moved and wore the expens; 
^ white St Laurent suit as if bom to it, made her pal 
itch. The blue eyes, meeting hers briefly and tl 
tuoving on with just a flicker of sexual interest, wj 
' challenge that made her mouth water. Even his a 
the same experienced age as her father, made : 
liiov vagina contract and flood. She wondered what 
. Ij;-' looked like stripped, imagining him walking towa 
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shadowed her lids, and picked np the tints in the 
emerald and diamond necklace she wore like a 
spider’s web around her creamy throat. She looked 
up barely a moment later, her eyes finding his in the 
crowd, and he saw a flicker of expression shimmer in 
the tawny brown irises, making his spirits soar. He 
had not been imagining itl That tight sensation of 
awareness was the same as the ni^t he had first seen 
her, over a week ago. 

He had come back to the casino every night since 
but always she evaded him. He’d been in a state o 
moody despair for days, convinced he’d never see he 
again. Gemma had given up on him in disgust 
exploring the town on her own, getting invited t 
an inordinate number of parties. Some feat, since sh 
was still a stranger in town. 

Maria Alvarez felt her stomach begin to quiver i 
the boy called Paris Harcourt continued to stare i 
her; she’d found out his name and where he Wi 
staying the very next day after their first meetin 
She’d been ready to scream in sheer frustration th 
first night, on learning that Wayne D’Arville was n 
even in the country, and she’d needed to do som 
^ thing to stop herself going mad. At least, that was t 

excuse she had given herself to justify her sleuthh 
’ ; spree. 

^3d even found out something about Pari: 
*' background. His father was a big-time hot-shot 
^ Hollywood; she was sure she had even seen one of 1 

films once. The girl by his side was beautiful, and 
she had not known that she was his twin sister, Ma 


311 




Wayne let his eyes wander around the room. All 
eyes were on the game, except for those of the young 
American girl, whose dark eyes met his boldly. 
Wayne’s eyes narrowed on her, then passed on, 
recognizing the hot look, but also knowing it was 
not the one making his spine shiver. 

Gemma’s heart began to thump with a painful, 
wonderful power. 

Finally Wayne looked to the table, confident that 
no one in the audience was giving him the trouble. 
Maria Alvarez felt the exact moment the eyes 
dropped on to her face, like vampirish worms bur- 
rowing into her soul, and she forced herself not to 
shiver. This man, this . . . monster was her father. 
The thought was so repellent that it made her feel 
nauseous, and her chin came up as she stared him 
down. Wayne was mildly surprised by the force of 
the venom in the eyes, but Maria was aware that there 
, was not even a flicker of recognition in the assessing 
gaze he gave her. 

‘Monsieur?’ Antoine prompted. 

‘Give Jean-Luc the nod.’ 

Antoine smiled happily and met the eyes of the 
croupier, not even needing to move his head. Jean- 
Luc, sociology student by day, croupier and ladies, 
man by night, palmed the cards expertly. Maria saw 
the queen of hearts that Vincent promised her turn 
into a five of diamonds, and frowned. In her ear, she 
heard Vincent swear. ‘It was the queen. I know it 
was.’ 

She lost the hand, and three thousand francs. She 
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lost the next hand too, but by then she knew what w; 
going on. Her eyes shot daggers at the handson 
croupier, who gazed back at her with placid, innoce: 
eyes. 

Slowly she rose to her feet, colleaed her chips ai 
turned away, ignoring the disappointed murmurs i 
around her, not feeling sufficiently in charge of h 
emotions to meet her father’s no doubt crowing ai 
triumphant gaze. She made her way slowly to t 
grille, where she exchanged her chips for cash. 

‘I don’t imderstand what went wrong,’ Vincen 
whining voice complained in her ear, and she mme 
looking around to find him. He was standing behi; 
a huge umbrella plant, and she moved slowly past 
not looking at him but murmuring loud enough i 
him to hear her. 

‘I do. He ordered the damned croupier to d' 
from the bottom of the pack.’ 

Vincent watched her walk away towards the do? 
room with sad eyes. He had done his best. He cot 
not be expected to deal with cheats, after all. Tf 
never cheated at the institute. Suddenly Vincent i 
very homesick. He turned away sadly, knowing tl 
would meet back at the hotel and discuss strate; 
But Vincent, much as he admired and feared 1 
determination and intelligence, could not see h 
even, she could do anything about this. 

Maria didn’t see how she could either. As she hand 
over her ticket and waited impatiently for her stc 
she fought against the urge to go back, march into 
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office and claw his eyes out. The bastard had not even 
recognized her - his own daughter. She would make 
him pay. Oh, he would squirm . . . 

‘You’re not thinking of going out alone with all 
that cash, I hope?’ 

She spun around at the sotmd of the voice, looking 
up into caressing dark eyes, for the first time in her 
young life knowing what it was to actually want a 
man. Not need a man. Not be grateful to a man. But 
want a man. Panicking just a little, she managed a 
cool shrug. ‘I can take a taxi.’ 

‘So can I. Why don’t we share one?’ Paris smoothly 
took the mink stole from the checkout woman, who 
nodded and turned discreetly away. He settled it 
lovingly across her shoulders with hands that 
shook, not sure what he’d do if she said no. 

Maria did not say no. 

In the taxi she sat nervously pleating her dress with 
. her fingers, aware of their arms pressed together, 
'' ’-eir mutual body heat warming them, speaking all 
the words they could not say themselves. 

At the hotel Paris watched her hand over the cash 
to go in the safe and then turned and walked with her 
to the lift. Maria did not know what to say. For die 
first time ever, she was not with a man for what she 
could get out of it. 

At the door, Paris took the key from her unresist- 
ing fingers and followed her inside the dark room, 
locking the door behind him. She made no move to 
put on the light, but after a few moments their eyes 
became accustomed to the dark. 
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rty awaittoB his smooth, warm, “"B™; 
ia buried her hands in his dean, silky hsw.J' 

; fallinE back, her eyes staring at 
, her occasional gasp or moan and Pans « 
ds of encouragement and adoration fil 

n with sound. _ . 

[er legs jerked in helpless reaction fingers 

icd around her calves before pulling off her shoes 
panties. Impatiently he shrugged out of me 
cdo, letting the expensive clothes he where they 


vdaria felt the soft hairs on his chest scrape across 
: belly as he moved lower down her body, dipping 
1 tongue into her navel, making her knees jac - 
ife in reaction. Her arms came above her head an 
asped the antique wooden headpiece as he firmly 
ishcd her thighs apart and nibbled on her engorged 
itoris. 

Carlos had never done anything remotely like this 
) her. His caresses had been practised, carried out 
spertly under the covers, and were always over m 
linutcs. 

Already she felt as if this slow, painstaking cx- 
iloration of her body had been going on for torment- 
ng hours. She jerked and thrashed on the bed as the 
irst climax of her life hit her, rippling weakening 
vaves through her belly, turning her knees, her arms, 
ler brain to water. She was gasping, almost sobbing 
IS Paris moved gently to lie atop her, taking her chin 
in his hand and kissing her deeply. 

As his tongue delved deep into her mouth, so he 
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thrust deeply inside her, feeling her body com 
around him. Maria almost screamed. Carlos’s sk 
and short penis had felt nothing like this inside 
Paris seemed to invade all the way to her womb 
hot velvet shaft spearing deep into her, thrus' 
plunging, making her want to buck off the 
Instead she wrapped her legs around his hips, 
heels digging into the whiter flesh of his buttocks 
actions allowing him an even deeper penetration 
her body. He took advantage of it immediatel; 
course, their yoimg, sweating bodies beginnin 
strain and buck in a wild, seemingly uncoordin 
rhythm that brought ecstasy crashing through ‘ 
veins minutes later, flashing light across their vi; 
their fused mouths filling with the silent crescenc 
each other’s cries. 

Beyond a sensation of almost tormenting ecs 
Maria was aware of his collapsing weight pinnin] 
to the bed with satisfactory heaviness, and abovi 
sound of her own laboured breathing and happy 
she heard him moan. It was a long, long time 
that they began to talk. 

‘You were doing well at the casino tonight,’ ] 
complimented her, feeling a little shy now, 
choosing what he thought was a neutral sul 
‘Are you always that lucky?’ He was lying bi 
her, running his finger lightly over her forel 
down her nose and then outlining the shape o: 
lips. 

‘I wish!’ she sighed, her eyelids fluttering clos 
his fingers travelled on past her neck and beg; 
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turn in ever decreasing circles around her breasts 
imtil they were gently nipping her nipples. ‘Vincent 
was telling me what to do.’ 

‘Vincent?’ 

‘Mm. The little man I was with. He’s a psychic. 
You know? He could tell which cards were going to 
come out before the croupier turned them over.’ 

Paris stopped his caresses and stared at her. ‘Are 
you kidding me?’ 

Maria smiled. ‘No. How else do you think I won?’ 

‘What went wrong towards the end?’ he asked, not 
sure yet whether he believed the outrageous story. 
Briefly Maria told him her theories and Paris 
shrugged. ‘That’s easily solved. Just go to another 
casino.’ 

‘Uh-uh.’ She shook her head so hard that her hair 
splayed across his cheek, and a firm scowl settled 
across her satiated, softened face. ‘It has to be the 
Droit de Seigneur. I want to break him, not the 
^casino.’ 

‘Him?’ 

‘Wayne D’Arville.’ 

Paris looked away quickly, his eyes thoughtful. His 
voice was almost a whisper when he said, ‘What do 
you have against him?’ 

Maria slowly expelled her breath, fighting a brief 
battle inside herself. On the one hand it was crazy to 
give away her plans to a stranger. But on the oAer 
hand, with the afterglow of her climax still rippling in 
her body, the comfort and closeness of lying in his 
arms gave her a nagging urge to tell him everything. 
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Trust won out over cynicism. Tie’s my father,’ s 
said simply, and turned to find the dark, caressi 
eyes looking at her oddly. Suprisingly they were r 
accusatory, just puzzled and questioiiing. 

‘What did he do to you?’ 

It took her an hour to relate her life history, a 
she found it both therapeutic and cleansing to ta 
glorying at the intimacy possible only betwe 
lovers. She had a man of her own now - a real lo'' 
to talk to in the early-morning hours, to love and 
beside for the rest of her life. The thought made 1 
glow deep inside. 

When she had finished he was silent for a Ic 
while. Finally, she turned to him and said, a quest 
in her voice, ‘You don’t seem surprised.’ 

Paris took only a few minutes to explain the rea; 
they were there. Maria gasped as she heard about 1 
grandfather - a concentration camp commandant 
left her feeling oddly disorientated. She had 
thought anybody could be worse than Wayne. M 
she knew where her father had inherited his treach 
and cruelty. 

It was four o’ clock in the morning before they w 
talked out, both knowing every intimate detail tl 
partner could think of about childhood, home 1 
country, customs, personal favourites and ide 
Knowing her favourite colour was pink, 
orange, they were, free to discuss less interest 

topics. Such as what Maria could do about her p 
now. 

She sighed dejectedly in the darkness. ‘I don’t 
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what we can do. Vince can’t help if they change th 
cards at the last second.’ 

Paris looked up at the ceiling, a thought formula 
ing in his brain, and he slowly began to smile. ‘You’] 
wrong, you know,’ he said softly. ‘There is somethir 
we can do. Or rather, something the Gaming Con 
mission can do.’ 

The next night they were back. Antoine called 
Wayne immediately. The scene was almost an exs 
repeat of the night before, with the same crot 
clustering around the same table. Except that m 
there was an extra spectator at the forefront, dress 
inconspicuously in a dark suit. Only Antoine and t 
croupiers noticed him, and it was Antoin 
dubious privilege to point him out to Wayne a 
explain the trouble the man’s presence was causi 
them. 

Wayne listened in tight-lipped frustration 
Antoine’s words, then glanced at the Gam 
Commission agent and frowned. The girl was w 
ning heavily, and there was not a damned thing 
could do about it. Any misdeal by the croupier wo 
be spotted immediately by the Gaming Commiss 
expert, resulting in a heavy fine, maybe eve 
revoked licence. 

Monte Carlo was proud of its ‘honest’ game; 
gave Wayne no satisfaction at all to realize that 
Commission’s man could no more make out how 
girl was winning than he could. ‘When she’s finis’ 
have her come to my office. Keep closing the tal 
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and limit the bets to a hundred francs,’ he ordered, 
leaving abruptly. 

Antoine bowed and watched the tall Frenchman 
leave. He didn’t blame him. It was a painful thing to 
watch. 

By one-thirty Maria was willing to call it a night. 
She knew it would take her a week at least to break 
the casino, but so long as the Commission agent 
stayed with her she was safe from Wayne’s cheat- 
ing. She knew the tall pock-marked man was itching 
to find out how she was doing it, and knew that thai 
alone would have him coming back tomorrow, allow- 
ing her to win another six hundred thousand dollars 
unimpeded by her father’s cheating dealers. 

She walked to the barred grille to cash in her chips 
stiffening as two men materialized either side of hei 
Paris, waiting by the door, quickly walked forwarc 
but Maria herself waved him away. He watchei 
feeling cold and scared, as she disappeared behin 
a curtain that led to the offices. 

Wayne looked up at the knock, nodded to the tv 
security men to leave, and waved a hand at a chai 
‘Sit down, Miss . . ,?’ 

Maria sat. She was wearing burgundy tonight, sh 
through with silver. Platinum and diamonds sparkl 
at her wrist and throat. Wayne looked her over; 
disinterested part of his brain telling him that she v 
truly beautiful, while another part wondered h* 
much he’d have to pay her off. 

‘Cigarette?’ 

She shook her head, her eyes glittering w 
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satisfaction as he leaned back in his chair. She had 
him! She had him now! The glory of it made her want 
to leap up and dance around the room. 

Wayne saw the glow banked deep in the eyes and 
slowly straightened. This was personal. Suddenly he 
knew it, though he couldn’t see how, and on top of 
that thought came another realization. He had seen 
her before. He knew he had. He frowned, scraping 
through his memory without success. ‘Tell me. 
Miss . . Again Maria remained stubbornly mute. 
‘Just how much is it going to cost me to have you go 
elsewhere?’ 

He reached into his desk where he withdrew a 
small strongbox. He opened it up with quick, precise 
movements, and turned it around, so that she could 
see the notes stacked inside. 

Maria slowly leaned back and allowed herself a 
brief, ironic laugh. ‘There’s not enough money in 
:.^this world that’ll make me back off,’ she warned him, 
towly straightening her spine so that she was ram- 
rod-straight in the chair, her face pinched into a 
tight, vengeful mask. Even so, she realized that he 
looked more amused and curious than worried. 

‘I intend to come back . . .’ she said softly ‘. . . 
night after night . . .’ she emmciated each word 
clearly . . until I’ve broken this bank . , she 
slowly stood up ‘. . . this casino . . she leaned 
across the desk, her breasts rising and falling with 
every panting breath she took ‘. . . and you . . . 
Father.' 

Wayne’s face froze into immobility at that last 
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word. In a tidal wave, memory returned. ‘Maria,’ 
he said softly. 

Maria tossed back her waving mane of black hair 
and walked to the door where she paused with her 
hand on the door handle, staring at the handsome 
man as still as a statue behind the imposing desk. 

‘See you tomorrow night for another half-million. 
Daddy dearestl’ 
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CHAPTER 19 


Gemma checked her appearance as she passed t 
seven-foot mirror that graced the reception hall 
the Chemin de Per, the hottest restaurant in tow 
Then she glanced into the dimly lit interior, whe 
candles and ornate silver wall-lamps were the on 
providers of light. She ignored the elegant mt 
standing behind a podium, checking her reserv, 
tion. Instead her eyes mmed again to the huj 
mirror, just to make sure she looked perfect. T( 
night was the night - she could feel it in her bone 
She’d dined at the restaurant three times so fa 
knowing that sooner or later he’d come. Everyor 
came to the Chemin de Per eventually. 

Her reflection reassured her that she did indee 
look perfect. The dress was strapless, sleeveles: 
backless and almost frontless. Only two scarlet diag 
onal swathes cut across her breasts, revealing th 
sides of two perfect white orbs before meeting in 
diamond cut at her tiny waist. From there, accordioj 
pleats fell to the ground with seemingly out-of-place 
modesty, the cleverness of the design only becomin) 
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apparent when she walked, for then side splits at both 
thighs revealed practically all of her legs. The dress 
came with matching scarlet panties, and was one o^ 
Valentine’s latest designs. She hoped the man recov- 
ered soon - no one could design drop-dead-gorgeous 
gowns like Valentine. The last she’d heard, he and his 
wife were ‘improving’ in hospital, so it looked hope- 
ful. To do the gown justice, she wore three-inch -high 
silver shoes, and silver and rubies glittered in her ears 
and in a choker at her throat. Silver eyeshadow and 
evening bag completed the look, along with deep 
ruby-red lips and dark, penetrating eyes. Yes. To- 
night had to be the night. 

‘You have your . . . usual table, jnademoiselle’ The 
concierge finally condescended to admit her, and 
Gemma almost laughed aloud, so obvious was his 
disapproval of a lady dining alone. Well, to hell with 
him, and to all the rest of the sheep. She was her own 
woman, and if she wanted to eat alone she would. 
Besides, Paris was too busy with his latest little pet to 
accompany her. Gemma frowned as she walked into 
the room. There was something about this Spanish 
girl that was different. She could sense it when she 
saw them together. Paris had introduced her yester- 
day morning, and Gemma detected a nervousness in 
the girl that was vmexpected. She was overly anxious 
to be friendly, needing too much for Gemma to i 'c 

her. And as for Paris ... He looked as if he d cen it 


y an express train. Could it be love. 

Her thoughts suddenly jerked to a ha . 

Imost following suit. There, at the best °f 


house, Wayne D’Arville was reading a menu. Her 
eyes made a quick inventory of the woman sitting 
next to him. Tall, blonde, slender. Gennma smiled. 
The hair was bleached, the nails and breasts were 
false and the body was like a beanpole. No match for 
her. 

* Mademoiselle}’ the waiter prompted her. Gemma 
gave him a short, sharp look, then left the man open- 
mouthed as she moved away from her paltry table 
tucked into a dark comer near the kitchen, and 
headed for the centre table stood on a small dais, 
Wayne caught a glimpse of dazzling scarlet out of die 
comer of his eye and looked around. Gemma felt the 
blue irises contract slightly, and shivered as he 
watched her approach. His hair, in the candle and 
lamplight, gleamed like copper, and the dark sha- 
dows deepened his cheeks and the planes of his face. 
Only his eyes glittered. 

‘Mr D’Arville,’ Gemma said, ignoring the blonde 
completely, and holding out her hand. Wayne rose. 
Gemma’s head falling back and back imtil he’d 
reached his full height. Wayne took her hand, kis- 
sing it continental-style. Gemma’s lips parted to 
allow her to hiss in a harsh breath. Wa3me felt her 
hand tremble and, still bending over her fingers, 
lifted his eyes to hers. He was amused by her 
boldness, intrigued by her dark, youthful beauty, 
and knew she’d probably had the restaurant staked 
out for weeks. ‘Enchanted, Miss . . .?’ 

‘Harcourt,’ Gemma said, her left eyebrow raising 
in a challenging stare. ‘Gemma Harcourt.’ 
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Wayne recognized the name immediately, c 
course, as she knew he would, and his own^ eye 
became less bland and much, much more intei 
ested. Gemma saw his lips twitch with somethir 
that could have been amusement or aimoyance, si 
couldn’t decide which. 

‘Ah,’ he said softly, straightening again, not takii 
his eyes off her for a moment, ‘I see,’ 

Gemma gave a delicious shudder. ‘Aren’t y 
going to invite me to join you for dirmer?’ 

Wayne glanced at the blonde . , . what was 1 
name . . . Frida, Frederika? She was glowering lik 
bad actress and Wayne gave a Gallic shrug { 
turned back to Gemma. ‘Alas, as you can see, I 
already entertaining.’ 

Gemma turned to glance at the blonde wor 
dressed in powder-blue. Insipid. Unimport 
The words were in her eyes as she turned baci 
Wayne, who had to agree with her. T lis firebran 
an American was distracting, if nod ing else. ‘' 
her to go,’ Gemma said simply. 

Wayne slowly smiled, turned to the blonde 
said, ‘Frida. Would you like to go?’ The bk 
blushed an ugly red, picked up her silk eve 
purse and stalked off without another word. 

‘Well?’ Gemma prompted. 

W ayne held out the chair for her, giving the v 
a brief, dismissive nod. Gemma held the mei 
front of her face and took several deep gulps, 
stared at the white card for a long, long while, m. 
him wait, and only when she sensed a W 2 


renewed presence did she lower it. ‘I’ll have the 
focaccia di fiori de sambuco, the fermierei followed 
by the cane d'agneau de sisteron.' 

The waiter inclined his head and glanced at 
Wayne. T’ll have the same.’ 

The waiter left. ‘We’re being stared at,’ Gemma 
said. 

‘I’m not surprised,’ he agreed mildly, his face 
deadpan. Gemma began to laugh, slowly at first, 
and then threw her head back and laughed in earn- 
est. Wayne watched her, his eyes hooded. How 
young. How beautiful. How naive. How sure of 
herself. How stupid. 

Wayne said nothing as the food approached, his 
eyes glancing towards the clock. It was nearly ten. It 
should be happening any minute now. He turned his 
eyes back towards Gemma Harcourt, the irony of the 
situation amusing him enormously. That he should 
be sitting here, pursued by one Harcourt twin, while, 
miles away, his long arm was reaching out for her 
brother . . . 

As Gemma flirted and tantalized, he began to 
smile. 

Paris was whistling as he made his way to the exit of 
his hotel. He had wanted to move to the Beach Plaza 
Tower to be nearer to her, but Maria was against it. 
She was touchingly old-fashioned in many of her 
ways. He’d promised her faithfully that he’d intro- 
duce her to his parents the very next day after Wayne 
D’Arville disappeared down the drain of bankruptcy. 
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He knew they were staying just down the coast, ai 
were doing their own research into Wayne’s bac 
ground. He could imagine the telegram he’d so( 
send them. ‘Dear folks stop have met the girl Vm goi\ 
to marry stop bringing her home soonest stop her nami 
Maria stop she’s Spanish stop you’d better love her 
else stop Paris’ His daydreams were so pleasant, 1 
didn’t realize he was being watched. 

Outside two men waited in a car, a third beside ti 
hotel door. Seeing Paris in the foyer walking towan 
the swing doors, the third man nodded briefly at tl 
parked car. The driver remained where he was, b 
the passenger, a big, heavy-set man with hooded gn 
eyes and hands like melons, left the car and began 
stagger towards the door. He was singing somethii 
in French. Paris stepped on to the pavement ai 
looked arotmd for a cab, grinning as a drui 
stumbled against the kerb. He couldn’t understar 
the words of the song, but the jaunty tune and son 
of the man’s hand gestures made guessing easy. Tl 
drunk tripped over his own feet and lurched towart 
Paris, who caught him, more to save himself froi 
being knocked down than anything else. Tley, buc 
dy. Take more water with it next time, huh?’ 

The big man gazed up at him, bleary-eyed. Jm 
then a car pulled in across the street, and the drive 
leaned out, calling out, ‘Claude,’ and waving hi 
hand. Paris glanced at the car, and shook his head 

‘Come on, buddy. Over here. I hone vour fnend’ 
m a better state to drive than you are.’” 

Behind him the third man left the shadows anc 
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walked up behind Paris. The driver opened the back- 
seat door, still gabbling in French and wearing a 
helpless grin. Paris manoeuvred the drunk with 
surprising ease, considering his weight and state. 
Suddenly, just as he was pushing the man on to the 
back seat, he felt a shove in the middle of his own back. 
He grunted, falling forward into the car, where the 
drunk suddenly straightened, clamping a firm hand 
over Paris’s startled face, cutting off his shout of 
surprise. Off balance and off guard, Paris found 
himself falling over the man’s lap. Behind him a third 
man got in, shoved his legs aside and slammed the door 
as the car accelerated away with a squeal of tyres. 

Gemma felt her tongue and cheeks turn icy cold as 
the lemon sorbet she had ordered numbed her face. It 
was delicious - tangy, freezing and refreshing. 
Wayne poured her her fourth glass of wine. ‘Bran- 
dy?’ he asked, and Gemma leaned back in her chair, 
twirling her long-stemmed black champagne glass. 

‘I’d love some.’ She waited until he’d imperiously 
flicked his hand for a waiter and then added, ‘At your 
place.’ 

He smiled and rose. ‘Whatever you say.’ He didn’t 
bother to pay the bill. He had an accountant who paid 
his bar and restaurant bills at the end of every month, 
including generous tips. Gemma gave him her hand, 
which he held with ironic patience as she stepped 
down off the dais. She could hear the whispers 
behind her as every table they passed began to 
hum with yet another discussion of the spectacle. 
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Gemma felt as if she were walking on air. 

Outside, the bus boy drove up in Wayne’s Ferrari, 
which was midnight-blue. Wayne seated her in the 
bucket seat of cream leather and tipped the boy. His 
own seat had been modified to accommodate his 
height, she noticed. The engine started with a power- 
ful roar and then softened to an idle, almost con- 
temptuous purr. Wayne glanced at her, then at his 
watch. ‘I have to make a stop at the casino. If I give 
you ten thousand pounds’ worth of chips, do you 
think you could entertain yourself for a few minutes?’ 

Gemma gave him a sharp glance. ‘Oh, I can do a lot 
of things by myself,’ she assured him. ‘But it’s more 
fun with two.’ This time she had succeeded in 
shocking him, she realized with a great wave of 
delight as he turned his head quickly towards her, 
the blue eyes wide and surprised. Then it was his 
turn to throw back his head and laugh. 


At the casino, Maria looked arotmd, even as she 
played her hand and won another four thousand. 
Where was he? Paris was supposed to meet her 
before they began playing. Only Vincent, anxious 
to get on with it, had insisted they start without him. 
‘The lady wins. Mesdames, messieurs^ faites vosjeuxJ' 
Maria glanced at the Commission man, who was 
wearing his usual puzzled, frustrated frown, and then 
at her watch. P^is was over an hour late. It was not 
l^e him. She stiffened as she saw her father walk in. 
Her eyes flew to Gemma by his side, her eyes 
qucsnonmg. Was Paris’s sister pursuing some 


private idea for revenge on her own? Perhaps she was 
out to avenge her grandfather, Duncan Somerville. 
Perhaps Paris was helping her tonight? Yes, that must 
be it. Maria slowly relaxed, only to stiffen again as 
she found her father making his way purposefully 
towards her. Gemma watched, only vaguely inter- 
ested, and placed her first bet. Wayne leaned forward 
and whispered into Maria’s ear. She glanced at him, 
then gave a short nod to the Commission man and left 
the table. 

Vincent, from his position behind a Grecian col- 
umn, hopped nervously from foot to foot. 

‘Make it quick, Daddy dearest,’ Maria said a few 
moments later, leaning against the door to his office, 
watching warily as he walked across the room to sit 
behind his desk and lift the phone. Quickly he 
punched out the numbers. 

‘Is it done?’ he asked. He listened for a brief 
moment, then hung up. Slowly he leaned back in 
his chair and looked at her. She was dressed in white 
tonight, shot through with silver. The contrast with 
her long dark hair and red lips was stunning. *I made a 
mistake about you,’ Wayne murmured thoughtfully. 
‘When I saw you in that sweat shop, I thought . . .’ 

Maria smiled grimly. ‘I know what you thought,’ 
she spat out, the old familiar pain of rejection making 
her eyes fill with tears and glitter. 

‘Not that it matters,’ he carried on, his tone still 
conversational. ‘But how did you manage the trans- 
formation?’ 

*I thought you had something important to say,’ 
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she snapped. She was in no mood for a trip down 
Memory Lane. ‘I wish you’d hurry. I still have a 
hundred and fifty thousand more francs to win before 
calling it a night.’ 

Wayne leaned further back in his chair and folded 
his hands behind his head. ‘That’s what we need to 
talk about. You’ve done well, Maria, I’ll grant you 
that. I’m impressed, and I apologize for not seeing 
your potential before. And if you want to, you can 
stay on in Monte Carlo and we can get to know one 
another better. But the time has come for you to take 
your little man and whatever extraordinary system 
you have, and inflict it on someone else.’ 

Maria sneered out a laugh. ‘Save your phony 
apologies,’ she scoffed. ‘You think I’m going to lei 
you off the hook just because you’re suddenly sc 
magnanimous? Hahl’ She tossed her head, standing 
with her hands on her hips. ‘I’m staying, and I’n 
bleeding you dry.’ 

Wayne watched her, almost smiling. She wa: 
magnificent. A pity her mother had not had mort 
of the same spirit. Yes, things were looking up. No 
only did he have a worthy son, but also a daughte; 
worth acknowledging. 

‘I’m going to destroy you. Father,’ Maria said, he 
hand on the door handle. 

I don t think so, Maria,’ Wayne said softly, almos 
regretfully. 

Noting will make me stop,’ she warned him, bu 
her voice did not hold quite the same conviction as i 
had before. 


‘Won’t it?’ he queried softly. ‘Not even the life of 
Paris Harcourt, Maria, Won’t that stop you?’ 

Maria went white, her eyes rounding into dark 
pools of pain. She sagged against the door as Wayne 
slowly walked towards her. She began to shake her 
head. ‘No. No.’ 

Wayne slowly reached out and brushed a few 
strands of raven black hair from her face, his voice 
still the same gentle, regretful tone of before, ‘I have 
your American lover,’ he said softly, looking down 
into her dazed brown eyes. ‘I’ll kill him, Maria,’ he 
continued, sounding almost friendly now. Maria 
moaned, and turned her face into the door, her bare 
shoulders shaking uncontrollably. Satisfied, Wayne 
turned and walked back to his desk. 

‘Send your little man packing,’ he ordered, his 
voice crisp and businesslike now, Maria slowly 
turned aroxmd and stared at him, defeat in the slump 
of her shoulders. ‘And return all the money you’ve 
won to me. Will you be broke then?’ Numbly she 
shook her head. ‘It wouldn’t matter if you were. I’ll 
buy you a villa here in town - or would you prefer an 
apartment? Never mind.’ He jotted something down 
on a notepad as Maria continued to stare at him 
speechlessly. Wayne glanced up, and slowly 
smiled. When would his children ever learn that 
they couldn’t fight him and win? Travis was still 
being difficult. Only last night he’d tried to escape 
the villa by hiding in the back of a laimdry truck. 

‘Get to it, Maria,’ he prompted softly. ‘I want the 
little man gone by tomorrow - Daughter dearest.’ He 
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saw her back stiffen at his final parting shot, but she 
never turned around. Instead she walked stiffly out 
of the door like a disjointed doll, and closed the door 
quiedy behind her. 

Gemma looked up from the bouncing white ball, 
on which rode the last of her chips, and promptly 
forgot about the roulette wheel. Maria looked awful — 
dazed even. She left the table and intercepted the 
Spanish girl, who let herself be led to a quiet comer, 
‘^at’s wrong? You look like death warmed over.’ 
Gemma stared at her. She was shaking and breathing 
in short, sharp jerks. ‘You’re not going to faint, are 
you?’ 

Maria shook her head. ‘No. No ... I ... have 
things to do. Oh, God, he wotildn’t really kill PariS; 
would he?’ 

Gemma’s mouth fell open. ‘Kill Paris? Who? Wha 
are you talking about?’ Her voice was sharp, and sh( 
had to resist the urge to shake the Spanish girl by th( 
shoulders. 

‘My father,’ Maria said listlessly. ‘He says he ha 
Paris. And I believe him. I have to stop winning or h 
says he’ll kill him.’ 

Gemma frowned. ‘Who’s your father? And wha 
has your winning streak got to do with anything?’ 

Maria slowly raised her head and looked at Gemm 
with hopeless eyes, crammed with terror. ‘He — ’ sh 
tossed her head in the direction of the offices — ‘is m 
father. I came here to deliberately break the banl 
Oh, it s too complicated to explain now. Paris ws 
helping me. He says he’s got Paris. He’ll kill him if 
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don’t stop. I must stop. I must find Vincent and tell 
him to leave. Excuse me.’ 

Gemma watched the girl get up and walk across to 
where an ugly little man awaited her approach 
nervously. They talked for several minutes, but 
Gemma was already on her way to the payphone, 
where she rang the hotel. The clerk told her Paris had 
left two hours ago for the casino. Gemma himg up 
and looked around, but already knew that her brother 
wasn’t there. She quickly marched towards the 
offices. A man moved to block her path, took one 
look at her face, grinned and let her pass. He had 
noticed his boss enter the room with her earlier, and 
as he heard her clacking heels recede down the 
corridor, he vaguely wondered what was eating her. 

Wayne looked up as the door was flimg open, then 
smiled as she slammed the door behind her. 

‘Where’s my brother, you bastard!’ 

Wayne spread his hands as he got up. T assure you 
I’m not a bastard. My parents were legally married.’ 

‘If you don’t tell me, right now,’ she gritted, her 
cheeks high with furious colour, ‘I’m going to call the 
cops.’ 

‘And tell them what? That I . . .’ he spread his 
hands with innocent shock ‘. . . a wealthy and re- 
spected businessman, have kidnapped some upstart 
little American?’ He laughed and shook his head. ‘I 
don’t think so, do you? Now . . .’ His face changed in 
a shocking instant from laughing mockery to savage 
coldness. ‘How about that brandy you wanted?’ 

‘Brandy?’ Genuna echoed, then gave a brief cry as 


338 



he suddenly lunged for her. She staggered back-- 
wards, falling on to the huge, ovetstuffed btack 
settee behind her. Her eyes were wide and disbehev- 
ing as he stood over her> his hands already shrug^g 
off his jacket and undoing the buttons of his shirt. 

‘No!’ she screamed, struggling to sit up, but with 
one hand on her sternum he easily pushed her back, 
his hand fumbling now with the zip to his trousers. 
His eyes were like blue diamonds - hard and without 
feeling - and Gemma felt the first waves of numbing 
shock begin to wash over her. This wasn’t true. It 
couldn’t be happening. Not to herl ‘I’ll scream,’ she 
whispered as he knelt over her, but he only shrugged; 
fumbling to free himself from the trousers. 

‘Scream all you like,’ he offered carelessly. TSIo on< 
will hear you out there. And no one will be allowed u 
interfere with us even if they do.’ 

Gemma rammed her hand upwards, trying to hi 
j his face, but her reach was too short. She gasped, an 

,! then began to struggle furiously as his hands pulle 
down the scarlet silk of her panties. ‘No. NoV 
She felt her legs being pulled apart, and struck oi 
wildly, her clenched fists glancing a harmless bio 
,v off the solid muscle of his shoulder. He leaned ow 
her, yanking her hands together and holding them 
a tight, numbing grip. She was going to be rape 
K The thought hit her like a cold tidal wave of drow 

ing water. The fear, the revulsion was something si 
' had never felt before. 

With a cry of utter panic, she raised her knee. Lu 
timing turned out to be perfa 
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Wayne grunted and turned red in the face as her knee 
connected with her groin. Still panicking, Gemms 
shoved him aside, but he was too big to move 
Scrabbling frantically, she wriggled under him, bit- 
ing his hand hard as he reached for her. 

Then she was sprinting for the door, pulling hei 
panties back up into place. She rushed from tht 
casino, imcaring of the spectacle she must have 
made. She hailed the first taxi she could find, and 
only then, in the back seat, did the numbing feai 
begin to recede. But she knew the memory of it would 
stay with her forever. 

Back in the casino, Wayne slowly recovered and 
straightened his own clothing. So the bitch had beer 
lucky. He shrugged. He had more important things 
to think about. He wanted to get back to Travis. 
They were going to reach an vmderstanding sooner ot 
later, even if it killed them both. 

Safe in her hotel room. Gemma nevertheless 
checked the lock. She had to think. Paris was in 
danger. No matter about her, she was all right. 
She’d nearly been raped, but she was alive. It was 
Paris who needed her. She went straight for the 
phone, asking for the number of the hotel where 
she’d discovered her parents were staying and asked 
to be put through to their room number. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘Daddy.’ 

‘Gemma?’ 

‘Daddy.’ She was crying imcontrollably now, the 
sound of his voice breaking down her precarious calm. 


340 


‘Gemma! Gemma, what is it? What’s going on? He 
was shouting now. Suddenly her mother’s voice caine 
over the line. The sound of the soft, drawlmg south- 
ern accent, so soothing and familiar, calmed her once 

‘Gemma, honey,’ Oriel coaxed. ‘What is it. Tell 
us, honey.’ 

‘P-P-Paris,’ she stammered, wiping her eyes fur- 
iously with her fingers. ‘Paris,’ she said again. 
‘Something t-terrible’s happened.’ 

‘Oh, God.’ That was her father’s voice again. 
‘There’s been an accident? Swimming, or something 
else?’ For a moment Gemma was totally confused, 
and then remembered that her parents still thought 
they were at home. 

‘No. We’re here in M-Monte Carlo.’ 

‘What are you doing here? No, never mind. Just 
tell us what’s happened to Paris?’ Kier sounded grrr; 
and angry, and Gemma began to shake, 

‘He’s g-gone,’ 

‘Gone?’ The word came from her — rrfp^ 
whispered in a tone of such utter desuan that 
Gemma realized immediately that Oriel hzd mis- 
understood. 


No, not d-dead,’ she almost screamed. ‘Gene. 
Kidnapped. By Wayne D’Arville.’ Eaitmm-7 
managed to get out the whole smrv arm 
the name of their hotel. ' 

‘Gemma, honey, Hsten m me.’ Hermrr-«-=. 
came back a few momenm k-— -r-r' ^ 
parents had been 



phone. ‘I want you to stay where you are. We’ll come 
over to you. Understand?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Good. Lock yourself in. Your father and I will be 
there as soon as we can. We’re leaving now, right 
now. Do you understand me. Gem?’ 

‘Yesj’ Gemma said again and hung up abruptly. 

She must have a bath. She felt so dirty. 
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CHAPTER 20 


Sebastien looked up, his eyes softening as Lilas 
walked towards him, wrapped only in a very see- 
through white peignoir. ‘Here you go.’ She put down 
a cup of steaming coffee in front of him. ‘Don’t say I 
don’t know how to treat you right first thing in the 
morning.’ She winked at him as she turned and 
headed for the bathroom. Seb laughed softly and 
sipped his coffee, his eye straying to the big brown 
envelope that had arrived with the morning post. He 
opened his other correspondence first. He knew what 
was in the big envelope, and felt oddly reluctant to 
open it. His other mail consisted of two invitations to 
speak at functions, one an offer to become chairman 
of a fund-raising committee to finance a new wing to 
a mental hospital. There was a sad letter from an ex- 
patient, a few hate letters threatening to kill him in 
any number of ways, a letter from his mother and &£ 
telephone bill. 

He stacked them in order, and finished his coffss. 
Only then did he finally reach for the hefty envelc^e 
and slit it open, pulling out week-old copies of 
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york papers, ignoring all but the reports on 
Valentine story. 

What he read did not make sense. 

He had never met Valentine Copeland in pers 
but Veronica had written every now and then, ; 
through those letters Sebastien felt he knew near! 
much about Valentine Copeland as he would if I 
actually been treating the man in person. 

The story about attempted arson in order 
defraud the insurance companies had finally t 
dropped due to lack of evidence, Valentine Inc. 
no financial worries - it was, in fact, a very profit: 
company. Which meant someone else had to hav< 
the fires - since the fire department was sure that 
fire had been deliberately set. 

Sebastien began to frown, and search through 
papers more rapidly. They made absolutely 
mention of Travis. How was he coping wit! 
this? Why had the boy not replied to his let 
offering help? Sebastien had even suggested Ti 
come to London and stay with him for a few weel 
months, until things had settled down. It was 
sible, he supposed, that the boy had gone into hi 
to escape the press, but surely someone would 
forwarded his letters to him? 

Sebastien sighed and leaned back in his c 
Something was wrong. He could feel it. An 
usual he knew its source. Sebastien ran his 1 
across his forehead, feeling suddenly tired. He 
not yet forty-five, but he felt ancient. In the door 
Lilas stopped, her cheery words drying on her 



;he saw the newspapers, and knew they had some- 
hingto do with WayneD’Arville. Whenever Seb got 
hat strange, suffering look, it had to do with 

3’Arville. 

Her lips thinned. 

Sebastien knew that over the years he had helped 
many people, perhaps more than most psychiatrists 
had managed, but it was not enough. Not enough to 
stop feeling guilty himself for all the ones that got 
away. And all his failures in his never-ending battle 
against pain and suffering seemed to personify into 
one man - Wayne D’Arville. 

His recent failure in Monte Carlo nearly a month 
ago, which had so nearly been the triumphant break- 
through he’d been waiting for all these years, had 
only added to the growing feding of hopelessness. 

And now this. The fire. Travis missing. Veronica— 
that lovely, loving, warm girl, still in hospital, along 
with her husband. They were out of intensive care 
now, but still not up to receiving the press or any 
other visitors. And he knew who was responsible. 

‘Wayne,’ Sebastien said, the word a cry of pain, of 
pity, of anger. ‘Wayne, what have you done?’ 

In the doorway, Lilas made a sound, and he looked 
up. He forced a smile to his face. ‘Hi, darling. Just in 
time to make me some toast,’ he teased. 

Lilas nodded. ‘Sure thing, honeybunch.’ And after 
she’d made his toast, she was going to arrange a flight 
to Monte Carlo. It was time she had a word with the 
man who was making her lover’s life a miser/. 
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he’d missed the announcement. ‘Sorry. Sleeping,’ he 
mumbled, and did up the belt with a smile. The girl 
passed on, checking for other slackers. The huge jet 
touched down safely at Nice, and he was through 
Customs quickly, since he’d packed only a small 
suitcase and wasn’t stopped for a baggage check. 
He took a bus to Monte Carlo, and tried without 
success to settle his nerves. But it was hard, much 
harder than he was used to, and when he stepped ofl 
the bus into a town coloured red by a sinking sun he 
stood on the pavement for long, long minutes before 
getting his bearings and heading for the casino. 

He was still carrying his suitcase when he walkec 
through the door of the Droit de Seigneur. He hae 
not had time to change, and his beige jacket ane 
trousers were crumpled, his white shirt a little travel 
grubby. Slowly he looked arovmd. 

Sebastien had been reluctant to leave Monac 
before, but Wayne had reverted to his hard-eyec 
locked-in self. To be locked in with constant pain wa 
something Sebastien feared more than anything elst 
If he was tired after years of seeing other people 
pain, then how much more tired must Wayne be afte 
an entire lifetime of living with it? 

‘Can 1 help you, sir?’ 

Sebastien turned to see a small, dapper ma 
dressed in a dinner jacket looking at him with polii 
curiosity, tinged with contempt. This was not tl 
same manager he’d dealt with over a month ago, an 
the new man no doubt thought he was panting to lo; 
his money - so much so that he had not even bothere 
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‘Yes, sir.’ Antoine smiled, the first genuine smile 
Wayne had ever seen him give. Wayne had insisted 
that Maria pay back the money in the same way tiiat 
she had won it. It pleased him and re-emphasized the 
change in their positions. When she was humbled 
enough, Wayne would pick her up, brush her down 
and think of some use for her. He was currently 
chasing a Brazilian lumber lord for the paper rights 
to his timber, but he was proving to be difficult. Tht 
man was unmarried and had a weakness for beautifu 
women, as Wayne knew from the dossier he’d hac 
compiled on him. And in Brazil, as in old Spain 
arranged marriages were still more or less the norm 

‘What shall I do about the man, sir?’ Antoin< 
prompted him from his thoughts. 

‘Did he give a name?’ Wayne asked, sounding a: 
bored as he looked. 

‘Sebastien Teale, sir.’ 

‘Seb?’ Wayne stood up, his eyes and face lightinj 
up so obviously that Antoine felt his mouth dro] 
open. ‘Well, bring him in,’ Wayne snapped, sudden!; 
angry. ‘At once. And in future, don’t ever keep D 
Teale waiting again. Is that clear?’ 

‘Yes, sir. Of course.’ Antoine backed hastily out o 
the room and all but ran down the corridor. Only a 
he approached the gaming rooms did he slow down n 
a more dignified walk, and stepped behind th( 
curtains. ‘Mr - I mean Dr Teale. Won’t you pleasi 
come *is way? Guy!’ He snapped his fingers at a mar 

.Sing by the cashier’s window. ‘Guy will take can 
ol your suitcase, sir.’ 


‘Thanks/ Sebastien said, but was already movin 
towards the offices. He remembered its locatioi 
easily enough. He still had nightmares about it. H 
hadn’t even reached the office when the door openei 
and Wayne’s tall figure filled the opening. 

‘Seb! What on earth are you doing here?’ 
Sebastien reached forward to take the hand, th 
famiUar handshake doing nothing to calm his nerves 
As he was ushered inside he shrugged his shoulders 
*I just needed a break, that’s all. And I thought of sui 
and sand, and Monte Carlo.’ 

‘And me,’ Wayne said softly. 

‘And you.’ Sebastien sat down in the chair facini 
the huge desk, Wayne moving quickly to its othe 
side. As he did so, Sebastien stared at him, hard 
here was something different . . . something hai 
Itanged since that last grim day over a month age 
fou look . . . contented,’ Sebastien offered th 
pening gambit, and Wayne grinned. 

‘Why not? I’ve just gained a child. The casino i 
aine. My father is no longer around to haunt me am 
’m finally free.’ 

‘A child?’ Sebastien said, his voice sharper than h 
neant it to be. Could it be that he knew about Travis 
Sebastien’s mouth went dry when he thought c 
mother, more sinister explanation behind Travis 
lisappearance. Wayne watched him intently. ^ 

‘That’s right. You must have seen her outside?’ 

Sebastien blinked. ‘Her?’ 

‘Mmm.’ Wayne grinned. ‘In my younger day: 
here was a maid at my father’s villa . . .’ Wayu 
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Sebastien rose in response, but more stiffly, feeling 
the weariness deep in his bones. ‘No. I was hop- 
ing . . .’ 

‘You didn’t have to hope, Sebastien,’ Wayne said 
softly. ‘You know damned well you’ll be staying with 
me.’ 

Sebastien ignored the jibe. ‘You still have the old 
villa?’ 

‘Still?’ He inclined his head with familiar mockery. 
‘I’m surprised you haven’t sold it. Surely it has bad 
memories for you?’ 

‘It has good ones too. I conceived a daughter there, 
remember?’ They were in the outer corridor now, 
and as Wayne pushed aside the curtain Sebastien 
found himself searching out the beautiful brunette, 
who was just rising from the table. Out of the comer 
of his eye he saw Wayne beckon her. The girl paused 
and then turned reluctantly. She was wearing a pale 
lilac that did wonders for her raven hair and creamy 
skin, but there were dark smudges beneath her eyes. 

‘She is lovely, Wayne,’ Sebastien said softly as 
Maria walked towards them. He searched her face 
carefully, noting instantly the tight, pinched mouth, 
but it was the girl’s eyes that fascinated him the most. 
They looked at her father and then away again in a 
confusing battery of emotions. Hate, fear, despair. 
Sebastien almost cried out loud. He looked at Wayne 
sharply, just one thought clearly ringing in his mind, 
and so well did they know each other that he might 
just as well have spoken it out loud. Wayne, what 
have you done now? 


Wayne smiled, feeling deep in his soul the tinique 
power that he had over this man alone, and yet also 
aware of the equally exquisite pain of being depen- 
dent on him. ‘Sebastien Teale, this is my daughter, 
Maria Alvarez. Maria, Sebastien.’ 

Maria glanced at the man by her father’s side. Any 
friend of his was her enemy. Her eyes were black and 
scornful, spitting hate and contempt. ‘Senor Teale.’ 
She made his name soimd like a poison. 

‘Sebastien is a doctor, Maria. I want you to be nice 
to him. In fact, I insist on it,’ Wa3me said softly, but 
with an edge to his voice. Sebastien glanced quickly 
between Wayne and the highly strung girl in front of 
him, sensing a hidden message in those few, bland, 
ordinary words. Maria went a shade whiter, her lips 
pulling up into a fiasco of a smile as she tried once 
again. ‘Dr Teale. I’m so pleased to meet you.’ 

Sebastien reached out his hand, taking hers in a 
firm grip when she would have pulled away. ‘Hello, 
Maria,’ he said softly, feeling the exact moment when 
the girl looked at him properly. He smiled slowly. ‘I 
look forward to getting to know you better. You’re 
staying at the villa?’ 

‘5i.’ 

‘Wonderful. So am I. Perhaps we can have break- 
fast tomorrow?’ 

‘You should be careful of talking too much in front 
of Sebastien, Maria,’ Wayne said with a warning 
smile, ‘He’s a psychiatrist.’ 

Maria Alvarez looked once more into those warm, 
sherry-coloured eyes, and Sebastien saw a flash of 
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understanding followed by desperate hope suddetily 
flood her eyes. ‘I look forward to it, seitor,’ she said, 
her voice husky now. 

Sebastien squeezed her handj passing on to her his 
own hidden message to bear upj and then released 
her. Beside him Wayne said restlessly, ‘Shall we go?’ 

Sebastien saw the silent plea in the Spanish girl’s 
eyes, and thought quickly. ‘If you don’t mind, I d 
like to stay here for a few minutes. For all die times 
I’ve been in Monaco, I don’t think I’ve actually 


placed a bet.’ 

Wayne smiled, not fooled, but feeling too magna- 
nimous to spoil their fun. ‘Why not? How much 
money have you got?’ 

Sebastien laughed. ‘Precious little.’ He reached 
into his pocket and extracted all the notes he had - 
not quite thirty pounds. Wayne slowly reached 
forward and took them out of his hand. 


As he did so, Maria noticed a strange, long, level 
look pass between diem, and her heart began to 
pound. There was something . , . odd going on. It 


was almost as if . . . ‘Excuse me a moment, please,’ she 
murmured, making up her mind with an impetuosity 
that was second namre to her, and headed for the 
ladies’ room, where she quickly used the phone. 

‘Gemma? It’s me. Listen, something’s happened. 
There s a man here, a friend of my father’s called 
Sebastien Teale. I’m not sure, but I think he could be 
e pful. He s . , I don’t know. I can’t eznlain it. 

word? A rhrWd Yes, a shriok, so he obvioosly fcot 


all about Father.’ She paused and listened for a few 
seconds, then shrugged. ‘I don’t know exactly. I want 
you to talk to him. I’ll separate them somehow. 
Gemma, you must come here and talk to this man 
... I know.’ Her voice lowered to a sympathetic 
murmur. ‘You’re so brave. So very brave. Good 
Give me half an hour to think of something, ther 
come. You can’t mistake him. He’s American, 
think, like you. Not too tall, nice hair - like cara 
mel, and eyes like sherry. Oh, you won’t be able t< 
miss him. There’s something , . . oh, I don’t knov 
Something , . . kind about him. Yes. All right. You 
parents arrived all right? Oh. But I don’t think tb 
police will be much help. My father’s such a powerh 
man, but perhaps it’s worth a try, OK. I’ll see yc 
later. And try not to worry,’ she added foolish! 
She hung up, took a deep breath, and went ba^ 
to the craps table, where Sebastien was rolling t' 
dice. 

I His eyes met hers briefly, and she smiled. He thn 
a neat seven. Maria glanced at her watch, tb 
watched her father’s face. He, in turn, was watchi 
Sebastien with all the concentration of a cat a 
mousehole. It made her shiver. Twenty mint’ 
later, Sebastien’s thirty pounds had become 1 
hundred and twenty. 

‘Are these dice loaded?’ Sebastien asked quietl; 
he straightened up and jiggled the dice in his h£ 
Wayne looked down at him, leaned a hea’vy han< 
the younger man’s shoulder and smiled grimly. 

‘The dice are always loaded, Sebastien,’ he s: 
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Maria put her hand to her head and sighed. It was 
Sebastien who noticed. ‘You all right?’ 

‘Just a headache. Daddy, could we go home now?’ 
‘Sure.’ 

‘Oh, please, Dr Teale, you don’t have to come as 
well,’ Maria said, catching Sebastien’s sleeve in an 
excruciatingly tight grip. Startled, Sebastien never- 
theless cau^t on quickly. Before Wayne could 
object, he turned and rattled the dice once more 
and rolled them. ‘OK. Thanks.’ 

Wayne hesitated for a long moment and Marii 
moved closer, almost bumping into him. ‘See you u 
the morning. Dr Teale,’ she murmured, and Sebas 
tien nodded. Only when they’d gone did he slowl 
straighten up, a small frown tugging at his brows. H 
cashed in the chips, pocketed the notes and wandere 
to the bar, settling down to wait. 

He fully expected Maria to come back. He W5 
drinking his third soda when he became aware of 
young girl hovering nervously a few feet away, t 
turned, but knew at once that he’d never seen h 
before in his life. She was young, no more dii 
eighteen, he guessed, despite the sophisticate 
high-necked navy-blue gown she wore. She smil 
nervously. Sebastien smiled back. Maria was rig] 
Gemma thought, her raw nerves reacting imme< 
ately to the gentle eyes. He does look kind. It h 
taken a great deal for her to leave her room, after I 
parents had told her to stay put. They had arri^ 
late last night, and she had told them the whole sto 
Oriel had slept with her daughter in her arms, a 
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this morning her father had been making phone calls 
to everyone he knew, calling in favours, and getting 
the names of the top men in Monaco. When they had 
left just a few hours ago to try and persuade the police 
to act, they’d told her to wait for them, and not to 
leave the hotel room in any circumstances. But now 
she was glad that she had. She sensed this man could 
help. ‘Dr Teale?’ she asked nervously. 

Sebastien, surprised by her American accent, half 
turned. ‘Yes?’ 

‘I’m Gemma Harcourt. You don’t know me. Maria 
sent me. She seems to think you might be able to help 
us.’ 

Sebastien left his drink at the bar. ‘Is there any- 
here we can talk in private?’ 

Gemma went white, her whole body tensing, 
uiomatically she took a step away. Sebastien froze 
ir a second, then said softly, ‘Some cafe somewhere, 
here we can find a quiet comer, away from prying 
^es?’ 

Gemma nearly wilted in relief. ‘Of course. There’s 
le just over the road.’ Sebastien followed her in 
ience, noting the way she looked around nervously, 
was not until they were out in the street and 
ossing the busy road that she relaxed. The cafe 
as quiet, only a few couples holding hands and 
owly dancing by the juke box. Sebastien steered 
icm to a dark comer and purchased two coffees at 
e counter. He watched her add sugar and milk to 
:rs, then said softly, ‘How long ago was it that you 
ere raped. Gemma?’ 
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Gemma’s spoon clattered in her cup, and she 
gnawed on her lower lip, taking several deep breaths 
before she could speak. ‘I d-don’t . . She lowered 
her head, unable to meet his eyes. ‘1 wish my father 
were here,’ she said, irrelevantly. 

Sebastien said nothing for a moment, but deliber- 
ately stirred his coffee. Watching the spoon go 
around and around. Gemma sighed and slowly 
relaxed. Then she reached for her own cup, taking 
it to her lips with shaking hands. 

Tt was recently, wasn’t it?’ Sebastien tried again. 
The quiet words, soft, like raw silk on an open 
wound, made her wince. ‘Please,’ she said. 

Seb caressed her hand gently. ‘You can tell me. 
Gemma.’ 

‘You’re his friendl’ she suddenly hissed, her pale 
cheeks flooding with colour. ‘How can I tell you?’ 

Sebastien stared at her,'then closed his eyes briefly. 
‘Oh, God. It was Wayne, wasn’t it?’ 

Gemma looked away. ‘It was last night,’ she 
confirmed briefly. ‘But he didn’t actually ... I got 
away, just in time,’ she mumbled. Sebastien shook 
his head. He knew about Wayne’s distaste and 
distrust of women, and while in some men fear of 
women resulted in a need to rape, he’d never seen any 
signs of it in Wayne before. 

‘He did it because ... Oh, it’s not important,’ 
Gemma finally said, and Sebastien looked up at her 
quickly, his expression stunned. 

‘Not important! Gemma - Gemma listen to me.’ 
His hands reached out for hers, but surprisingly she 
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felt no urge to pull them away. ‘You must get 
professional help - believe me, I know. You have 
to work this through with a professional doctor, one 
who knows how to help you. Here.’ He reached into 
his pocket, and on the back of his card wrote out a 
number. ‘This is the number of a rape crisis centre in 
England. They can put you in touch with an Amer- 
ican doctor. Promise me you’ll talk to them?’ 

Gemma took the card, but barely glanced at it, 
though she did slip it absently into her purse. ‘You 
puzzle me,’ she said at last. ‘How can you . . . 
someone like you ... be his friend?’ 

‘You say that as if he were a monster . . .’ 
Gemma smiled grimly. ‘He is a monster.’ 

‘Rape is a terrible crime,’ Sebastien said, and 
leant it. ‘But there are . . .’ 

Gemma was already shaking her head. ‘I told you, 
lat’s not important. It’s my brother who’s in dan- 
er. It’s him we have to save.’ 

‘Your brother?’ 

‘Paris, Wayne’s kidnapped him. Yes, I know.’ She 
ughed harshly as he reared back. ‘It soimds 
diculousiy dramatic, doesn’t it? But it’s true, 
h, God, I wish Daddy were here. He’d know 
hat to do.’ 

Sebastien briefly rubbed his tired eyes with his 
ngers, then said softly, ‘I want you to tell me 
everything. Right from the beginning.’ 

Half an hour later. Gemma had done so. She felt 
talked out, washed out, wrung out. She was beyond 
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first time. But he was in Monaco - Wayne’s home 
territory. He’d have to be careful . . , 

‘Yes,’ he said finally, his voice no more than a 
whisper, but nevertheless, containing something 
hard. ‘I can help.’ 
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CHAPTER 21 


K-ier Harcourt looked across at Max Dupont ani 
said crisply, ‘Well?’ 

Max Dupont, now sixty-five, had at one time beei 
a hero of the French Resistance. He was a big mar 
heavy-set, with iron-grey hair and big bushy eye 
brows. ‘Getting into D’Arville’s villa without gettin 
spotted is, as I see it, the greatest problem. One 
inside, my men can take out the security guards. Hm 
sure are you of your intelligence?’ 

Kier smiled grimly. ‘Sure enough. D’Arville' 
daughter herself has been compiling the informatio 
for us.’ Kier, who’d never had much faith in th 
police, had quickly formed a back-up plan. It was 
desperate plan - but he and Oriel were equal] 
desperate. 

‘Ah, here’s Pierre.’ In the small, discreet hot! 
room, both men looked around as a taU lanky yout 
with bad teeth and a wide smile walked into the ~c<yn 
an envelope in his hand. ‘Anything?’ Max asked wt: 
a short grunt. 

Pierre spilled the photographs on to the table. Kh 






ally I think I’d rather have a broken neck than stay 
here another day with that maniac.’ 

Paris glanced across at the boy who, in only 
twenty-four hours, had become the greatest friend 
of his life. ‘He’s mad, you know. Not screaming, 
lock-me-up mad, but . . . twisted.’ He looked down 
the vertical wall, and his thoughts drifted back. He 
had not known what to say in the car on his way tc 
this place two nights ago. He had looked first at the 
drunk who was not a drunk, at the back of the driver’s 
head and finally at the tight-lipped man who hac 
sneaked up behind him. He knew he was not being 
mugged, unless the French had a very strange way oi 
going about it. His heart had pounded uncomforta- 
bly, but he firmly kept his fear under control. He was 
damned if he’d panic and make an ass of himself. H< 
kept telling himself over and over that so far they hac 
not even hurt him. For all of that long, long drive 
he’d kept up a wait-and-see policy that had allowec 
him to walk with dignity from the car when it wa; 
parked in front of the impressive villa, and no 
disgrace himself. 

Paris had not expected the villa, which had th< 
white-washed beauty of a truly luxurious residence 
The driver left in the car, leaving the two others t( 
‘escort’ him upstairs. There, a large room that coulc 
have looked like a luxurious guest room except for th( 
bars over the windows, awaited him. Without a wor( 
the two men had turned and left. Paris had tried thi 
door, of course. It was locked. Then he’d walked t< 
the windows. After making sure the bars were solid 
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Travis grinned back. Thanks a buncn. it was a 
game between them, of course, all this grinning, all 
this wry laughter. It was supposed to cover up the 
fear and keep their spirits up. To a certain extent it 
worked. Only at times like this did the fear become a 
solid reality, sitting like a rock in the middle of theii 
stomachs. 

Paris had finally given in to mild shock that firs^ 
night and lain fully clothed on the bed. About eight- 
thirty the next morning, he’d been woken by the doo: 
opening, his disorientated mind snapping to atten 
tion at the sight of the tall, red-headed Frenchman 
Wayne had been mercifully brief and straight to th 
point. Even now, as Paris swung his body over th 
stone balustrade, the dizzying pull of gravity makin 
him grapple for vines and stone ledges, he coul 
remember Wayne’s words verbatim. 

'Maria has agreed to give back the money, you’ll t 
pleased to hear. It will take her a few nights to lose 
all at the tables, however.’ Seeing his surprised lob 
Wayne had smiled. ‘I insisted she lose it the san 
way she won it. Once that’s done, you’ll be releasee 
Paris must have given himself away then, because tl 
handsome face had looked more amused than eve 
‘You think I’m going to kill you? You fool; I have i 
reason to. If you went to the police and told them I 
held you here, they’d laugh in your face.’ Wayne h: 
become impatient then, flicking his hand in a typic 
Gallic gesture. ‘Think it through yourself,’ he fi 
ished shortly. ‘I have things to do.’ 

Paris had never been so relieved in all his 1 


369 



‘There isn’t. I’ve been here longer than you have, 
remember?’ He shook his head again. ‘Believe me, it 

just goes on and on and on.’ 

Paris wiped his sweating forehead with his sleeve. 

‘What now?’ 

Both boys stared gloomily at the high red-brick 
wall with its topping of barbed wire. ‘You gotta hand 
it to my old man,’ Travis said, with a sarcasm made 
bitter by the taste of defeat. ‘He sure knows how to 
build a prison.’ 

Paris looked back at the wall, his mind winging 
back to yesterday morning. At first, both boys had 
suspected some kind of trick. Travis wasn’t sure that 
Paris was not some lackey of his father’s, sent in to try 
and win his confidence and spy on him. Paris had 
similar thoughts about Travis, but a few minutes of 
crisp, suspicious questioning on both sides had 
gradually given way to a growing trust. Paris had 
been particularly appalled to learn of the fire in New 
York, and Travis’s life on the streets. And he’d 
thought his own genteel kidnapping had been an 
ordeal! 

‘Can we use those sticks in any way?’ Travis asked 
with a hopeless kind of desperation as he pointed at 
the thin beanpoles, and Paris shook his head. ‘I doubt 
it. Unless you want to try and pole-vault that thing!’ 
Travis half turned, another grin on his face. Paris 
tensed as his blue eyes slewed over his shoulder. Paris 
felt his own shoulderblades tighten, and slowlj 
looked aroimd. A few feet away, two imiformec 
and armed guards watched them. Paris glanced bad 
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at Travisj who slowly stood up. Wordlessly both 
boys followed the guards back to the house. There 
was nothing else to be done. 

Walking around the side of the house, they both 
saw the midnight-blue Ferrari parked out front. Now 
they knew how they had been found missing so 
quickly - Wayne was home. 

The room they were taken to was hexagonal, the 
floor tiled in black and white patterns. It was ob- 
viously a music room. Sitting at a piano, picking out a 
tune, Wayne looked up at them. The energy in his 
blue eyes made Paris take a quick, involuntary step 
backwards. Travis, who’d had more practice at with- 
standing the icy blast than his friend, held his 
ground. 

Slowly Wayne arose to his full height and ap- 
proached them, but it to Travis that he 
walked. When he was only v inches away, father 

and son stared at one anoi and Paris knew that 

I this confrontational scene been played out be- 
fore. The room was death ient. ‘Where did you 

get out?’ Wayne asked. Par s surprised at the soft 

tone. 

Travis, who was not at a rprised, said nothing. 

Wayne turned and nodded le of the guards. Paris 

had just enough time to yelp as the guard behind him 
grabbed his arms and then the other guard punched 
him solidly in the stomach, Paris had never felt 
anything like it before. Dimly he was aware of 
Travis shouting something, and guessed that he 
was telling Wayne what he wanted to know. Pain 
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radiated from the explosion in his stomach, making 
him feel viciously sick. He bent double, but was 
prevented from falling on to the floor by the guard 
still holding him. He gasped, and gasped again, his 
eyes watering. 

Travis watched him helplessly. Unseen by either 
of them, a third guard had been in the room, and was 
now holding Travis in a similar but more gentle 
stranglehold. Slowly, painfully, Paris straightened 
up. Travis saw the beads of sweat pop out on his 
forehead, but his eyes, looking at Wayne, were dark 
with hate. 

‘That’s better.’ Wayne said. ‘Now.’ He turned 
once more to Travis. ‘You checked out the patrol 
times of the guards?’ 

‘No. We just took pot luck,’ Paris said, one part of 
his brain telling him he was an idiot to goad him, 
while another part told him that if he let fear of pain 
rule him, he’d never be much of a man. 

The guard in front of Paris swimg his fist again, 
this time into Paris’s face. His head exploded in pain, 
bright lights flashing across his closed lids. He felt 
something on his lip, and when he grunted in pain he 
felt the taste of his own blood in his mouth. 

‘Where were you planning on going, if you got 
out?’ Wayne asked, once again looking to his strug- 
gling son. Travis was twisting and turning, desperate 
to free himself, wanting only to launch himself at his 
father and tear out his heart. ‘Save your breath, 

Travis,’ Wayne advised softly. ‘Where were you 
going to go?’ 


i tci! hjrn/ Pans found the words came oi 
hr' rr:'our!i in a hsp because of a loose tooth. 

'Travis looked at him with agonized eyes. hVo' 
streamed, bur toi^ late 
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aion^ He r'uiul ihe psychiatrist’s innate gentle 
wvirrisome Kier :o(v had been against it. He d 
know I caico and d\dn‘t trust dTale, and didn’t ’ 
the plan pur in any kind of danger. 




track down Wayne D’Arville’s villa. Now, all she had 
to do was rehearse what she’d say to him when she 
got there. 

Max glanced at his watch, then looked arotmd at 
the six silent men, all blacked up and swaying easily 
in motion with the van. All were the sons of ex- 
Resistance fighters. All had been in the army. Max 
Dupont was still enough of a national hero to assem- 
ble such a team at short notice. 

The van pulled up in a narrow lane, several 
hundred yards from the only entrance to the villa. 
‘Here we go,’ Max said, and checked his gtm. 
Sebastien had no weapon, and had declined Max’s 
offer to provide him with one. 

The night was cloudy and moonless. Sebastien and 
Kier took up the rear, watching in silent admiration 
as two of Max’s men efficiently cut the wires to the 
alarm system and knocked out the video cameras. 
One man fiddled at the gateposts. It seemed like 
hoiurs, but was in reality only a few minutes, before 
the gates slid silently open. 

Everyone knew the plan down to the last detail. 

Paris was almost sleeping, aware of a dull continual 
pain all over his body. His face was stiff with caked 
blood. He had not been allowed to wash after a guard 
had carried him to his room, nor had he seen Travis 
for several hours. 

Dimly he heard a scraping noise coming from 
behind him, but couldn’t be bothered to look 
around. The scraping persisted, and Paris 
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frowned. But he was too sore to get up and investi- 

^ Outside, the first two bars had been removed. Kier 
was already halfway up the ladder. The one called 
Jacques, who had been removing the bars with acid 
and a lever, was the first one in, moving so silently 
that Paris was not aware of another presence in his 
room. Kier, however, was not quite so silent. Paris 
turned slowly on the bed, careful to keep his cut and 
misshapen lips firmly shut. 

He would not moan again. If D’ Arville had come 
for him again, then ... A flashlight dazzled him, 
making his blink. Then he heard his name, spoken in 
a voice he knew so well that, for a second, he could 
not believe it could be true. 

‘Paris. Is that you? God, son, what have they done 
to you?’ Kier’s face was barely visible in the dark, 
but Paris somehow managed to launch himself 
towards it. Kier, coming to kneel on the side of 
the bed, caught him, hearing the harsh breath of 
pain Paris gave at being held. ‘Easy, son, easy,’ Kiel 
murmured, brushing back the sweat-damp hair from 
his face. Outside, they could clearly hear the sound 
of a car. 

In the taid, Lilas got out and paid the driver. Sh( 
; was surprised to see the gates standing open, bu 
, shrugged, straightened her shoulders, and walker 
determiriedly up the path to the front door, 
t- Upstairs, Kier lowered his son back on to the bed 
staring gr^y at the boy’s bruises. Jacques v/his 
^ I pered m French into his walkie-talkie, informinj 
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Max that they’d located the boy, and giving a nm- 
down on his injuries. 

Downstairs, Max had picked the lock of the front 
door and waved Sebastien inside. He too had heard a 
car out on the road, but doubted it was coming here. 
The rest of his men waited in the garden to deal with 
any guards. Wordlessly he motioned Sebastien up- 
stairs, himself on the alert for individual internal 
alarms. 

‘Paris, listen,’ Kier whispered. ‘We’re going to get 
you out of here now. These are friends. OK?’ 

Paris glanced briefly at the faces aroimd him. ‘OK. 
But we have to get Travis as well.’ 

‘Travis?’ Kier glanced up as Max joined them. 

Behind him, Sebastien Teale said softly, ‘Travis 
Coltrane. He’s Wayne’s son.’ 

Kier looked down as he felt his hand being held 
tightly. Paris’s one good eye gleamed brightly. ‘You 
have to get him out. Dad. I won’t go without him. I 
mean it!’ 

Kier nodded. ‘We’ll get him. But you’re leaving 
now.’ As he’d talked, two of Max’s men had tied a 
sheet into a hammock, and one of them put a gentle 
but firm hand over Paris’s mouth as they lifted him. 
Paris’s moan of pain as they moved him was a barely 
muffled sob. They walked with him out into the 
corridor. There Kier watched at the top of the stairs 
as the men silently carried his son out of the hall and 
into the dark night air. Back to the van, where he’d be 
safe. 

They missed bumping into Lilas by moments. 


378 



‘Pierre said the other one was kept in the room next 
to D’Arville himself,’ Max whispered. ‘This way.’ 

Wayne had just put the finishing touches to his letter 
to the Brazilian timber man, and enclosed a stuiming, 
full-length photograph of Maria in a clinging silver 
lame evening gown. He sealed the envelope, ad- 
dressed it, and stood up, stretching hard. Suddenly 
he froze. From Travis’s room he heard a small sound. 
Instmct had the hairs on the back of his neck standing 
on end. He turned, glanced at the cormecting door, 
took two quick steps towards it, then stopped. He 
walked the rest of die way quietly, and put his ear to 
the door. 

Inside, Max Dupont had his hand firmly over 
Travis’s mouth, and was looking down into the 
wide, startled blue eyes, 'Which shifted to Kier as 
he came into view. 

‘Don’t be afraid.’ It was Kier who spoke, in no 
more than a whisper. ‘I’m Paris’s father. We’ve got 
him out, and he asked us to come for you. Do you 
want to leave?’ 

Under his hand. Max felt the boy’s lips try to curve 
into a smile, and slowly withdrew his huge palm from 
the boy’s face. ‘God, yes!’ Travis breathed, swinging 
his legs to the side of the bed, trying not to let the 
mattress squeak. He was wearing only his jeans. 

Sebastien moved to the window to check that all 
was well outside. Travis and Kier were nearly at the 
door when the lights suddenly blazed on. Only Max 
responded immediately, spinning and crouching, his 
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gun-hand coining up, whilst Kier, Sebastien and 
Travis blinked in the sudden brightness, disorien- 
tated and confused. 

Below, Lilas saw a light go on upstairs. She starea 
at the open door, feeling suddenly afraid. But she had 
come this far, and for Sebastien^s sake she would o 
almost anything. Grimly, she walked into the hall. 

Upstairs, Sebastien jumped and went ice-cold as a 
small, silent ‘pop’ sotmded in the room, and Max 
staggered back through the open door. His hand on 
his shoulder was red with blood. Even so, 
reacted quickly and ducked out of the door in the 
dimness of the corridor beyond. 

In the hall, Lilas heard the sound and began to 
mount the stairs. Max disappeared into Paris’s bed- 
room and made for the ladder. He had to get the rest 
of his men back in here, fast! 

‘Shut the door,’ Wayne ordered grimly, looking at 
Kier. Kier glanced down at the level, deadly gun m 
the German’s hand, and did as he asked. 

‘Dad, give it up.’ It was Travis who was die first o 
them to speak. Sebastien knew that Wayne had not 
yet seen him. Long velvet draperies half covered him, 
and all of Wayne’s attention was focused on the door 
area. In profile, Wayne’s face looked tense and white, 
but for once Sebastien knew that others needed him 
more. 

On the landing, Lilas moved cautiously towards 
the sound of voices. She hesitated outside the door, 
her hand going slowly to the handle. 

On the other side of the door, Sebastien’s thoughts 
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were racing. He knew that Wayne would kill Kici 
Harcourt without a moment’s hesitation, but Travds 
he knew, was perfectly safe. Wayne would never kili 
his own son. He gauged the distance benvccn Wayne 
and himself and realized that he could never cross ij 
without being seen. The quesdon was - would 
Wayne kill him also? Would he? 

Sebastien tried to think it through like an analyst, 
but foimd he couldn’t. This was personal. This was 
so very, very personal. 

‘Father, please,’ Travis said, taking a few steps 
forward, deliberately putting his own body between 
the gtm and Kier Harcourt. Kier knew what he was 
doing, and hesitated, unsure what to do next. 

Nobody heard the door open silently. The first 
person Lilas saw was Sebastien. She was about to 
push the door open and call his name happily. 
Although she was surprised to sec him, she was 
also glad. She’d been feeling rather scared and out 
of her depth. Then, just in time, she noticed some- 
thing strange. Sebastien was moving, very* very' 
slowly, away from the window. He was almost 
tiptoeing. What . . .? 

‘Travis, move out of the way,’ Wayne said, his 
voice cold and imperious. Lilas froze, 

‘No!’ Travis gritted back. ‘Kier, get out now. 
Quick!’ 

‘Don’t move!’ Wayne’s voice rapped out harshly, 
but it held no confidence. Travis’s body block^ that 
of Kier’s, and he moved a pace to the rip 
immediately followed suit. It took them 
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from the door, and Lilas, her breath locked in her 
throat, slowly pushed it open. Thankfully, everybody 
was too engrossed to notice. 

Kier didn’t move. ‘I’m not leaving . . 

‘Go!’ Travis hissed. ‘He won’t shoot rael’ 

‘He won’t shoot me, either,’ Sebastien finally 
spoke for the first time. In the doorway, Lilas 
watched as Wayne’s body seemed to jerk like a 
puppet whose strings had just been cut. He spun 
aroimd, his incredulous eyes searching out the source 
of that voice he knew so well, his brain, which a 
moment before had been so crisp and clear, suddenly 
turning into a confused maze of emotion and confu- 
sion. 

‘Sebastien!’ The name leapt from his mouth, even 
as he lowered his hand. Wayne stared at him, the 
shocked, confused blue eyes finally coming to rest in 
, the two sherry pools of Sebastien’s own eyes. He took 
;:-|:,.a few steps towards him, taking him closer to the 
'',;,:||3pen French windows, and the small balcony be- 
%^' yon.d. ‘Keep back!’ Wayne said sharply, his voice 
high and unnatural, the gtm levelling once more to 
point squarely at Sebastien’s heart. 

Lilas moved quickly into the room. She had no 
idea what tragedy was being played out here, but she 
knew a maniac was pointing a gtm at Sebastien. And 
that was all she needed to know. 

Sebastien never stopped in his slow, deliberate 
approach across the room, and Wayne retreated 
further back, out on to the concrete balcony. 

Travis glanced over his shoulder at Kier, who had 
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moved up behind him. Then, out of nowhere, 
woman was in the room. A woman neither had ev 
seen before. She silently crept up behind Sebastie 
Kier grabbed Travis, who made an instincti 
movement to stop her. Neither Sebastien n 
Wayne noticed the newcomer. They were too inte 
on each other. 

Before their very eyes, the tall, powerful figure 
Wayne D’Arville seemed to crumble, as the gent 
humane man whose voice and eyes were as soft as th 
of a deer seemed to grow in size and stature. 

‘Take my hand, Wayne,’ Sebastien said soft! 
holding out his hand. ‘You know I’m the only o; 
who can help you.’ 

Behind him, Lilas wanted to sob out loud. Evi 
now, with his life in peril, he was trying to help t 
maniac! She crept closer, keeping her slight figu 
hidden from view behind Sebastien’s own body. S 
was close enough now to touch him. She didn’t ha 
the faintest idea what she was going to do. She or 
knew, somehow, that she must save him. 

‘Sebastien!’ Wayne said again, his voice a strangl 
plea as he shook his handsome head from side to sic 
‘Don’t make me kill you. Please!’ 

Sebastien shook his head, a gentle smile on I 
face. It’s time, Wayne,’ he said softly. ‘Time to let 
of all the pain. I’ll help you. I promise you.’ Ov< 
head, die balcony light illuminated the two me 
locked in their own private world. ‘You have 

c oose. Now, Wayne. Now. I won’t wait for y' 
any longer.’ 



Sebastian’s eyes met his for just a second. He 
tightened his own hold on Wayne’s ann, but already 
the huge Frenchman was falling over the balustrade. 
‘Wayne!’ he screamed helplessly, as the man s weight 
dragged him nearer the edge. 

Lilas hung on to Sebastien for grim death. She 
knew only one thing. If Sebastien was going over, 
then so was she. 

Wayne’s blue eyes widened on Sebastien’s eyes for 
just a moment. He knew Sebastien would not let him 
go. He also knew that, unless he did, Sebastien too 
would plummet to his death. 

With a sudden yank, Wayne tore his grip loose and 
fell into the darkness below. The last thing he heard 
was Sebastien’s agonized voice, screaming his name. 

When Travis and Kier ran to the balcony and 
looked down, Wayne was sprawled across the rock 
garden like a broken doll. 

On the balcony, Sebastien fell to his knees and 
stared at Lilas. He didn’t know how she came to be 
there. It seemed like a miracle. One moment he was 
about to (he, the next she was holding on to him, her 
grip as strong and sure as her love. 


He stared at her, speechless with gratitude. Then 
as if drawn by a magnet, he glanced down at the bod] 
sprawled below. ‘He let go of me,’ Sebastien sai( 
shakily. ‘He knew he was going to die - that we wen 
bo* gomg to die and he . . . let go ... He wasn’t al 
bad, Lilas,’ he said urgently, turning back to her 
taking her cold, shaking hands in his own. His eye 
beseeched her. He wanted to tell her how much h 




loved her. Needed her. He also wanted her to under- 
stand. About Wayne. 

Lilas already understood. She held him tightly. 
‘Noj’ she agreed softly, looking down at the body 
below. ‘He wasn’t all bad.’ 



CHAPTER 22 


One week later, Travis walked into the hospital and 
caught his mother throwing a pillow at Val. 

‘Ow!’ Val hollered. ‘That ’urt!’ 

‘Baby!’ Veronica poked her tongue out at him, 
then caught sight of her son. ‘Travis! About time 
too. I was beginning to get a craving for more 
grapes.’ 

Travis laughed and put the bag of mixed fruit on 
the side of the table. Val promptly leaned across and 
nicked the grapes. 

‘Heyl’ Veronica yelled. 

Travis laughed again, and silently thought what a 
good thing it was that his parents were in a private 
room, far away from the other patients. Now that 
they were almost fully recovered, and tests had 
proved there was no brain damage to either of 
them, they were becoming a handful. 

‘Now behave,’ Travis scolded. ‘Dad, give Mum 
her grapes back.’ 

Val scowled. ‘She hit me. With a blunt instru- 
ment.’ 


‘He called me baldyl’ Veronica retorted. 

Indeed, Veronica still had little hair on her head - 
but then neither had Val. The fire had singed it so 
badly, the hospital staff had shaved both their heads 
for them. Now, though, Veronica’s skull was covered 
with downy-soft dark tufts, and it would soon grow 
back into its usual raven-dark cap. 

Travis was only relieved that they hadn’t suffered 
any serious burns. Just a few to the hands; Val’s in 
particular were still bandaged. He’d burnt them 
ying to open the windows - the steel had been 
;d-hot. 

He’d learned, over the past week, how Val had 
irried Veronica, unconscious from the flames. And 
e couldn’t have asked for a better tonic, after all he’d 
een through, than to find his parents back to their 
sual, squabbling, loving selves. 

But he wouldn’t dwell on the past. Nor would he 
link of Wayne D’Arville. He’d told Val and Ver- 
nica everything, of course, but since that first visit 
ley had never mentioned it again. 

Now he pulled a large, square envelope from his 
reast pocket, like a magician producing a rabbit 
om a hat. 

‘What yer got there?’ Val asked, munching a grape 
ith a hearty appetite. 

‘A wedding invitation,’ Travis said. *To Sebas- 
en’s and Lilas’s wedding.’ 

Veronica squealed in delight. ‘Give it to me!’ She 
:aruied the details of the invitation, and sighed, 
tpril in England. How wonderful. I’m looking 
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forward to raeediig this Lilas. She’d better be go. 
enough for Sebastienl Val, you’ll baye to design r 
an outfit especially for the occasion. ^ ^ 

Val groaned around a grape. ‘Slave driver.’ 
‘And,’ Travis pulled out another square envelop 
‘we also have a second invitation. To Paris at 
Maria’s wedding. Don’t worry - it’s not till Jun 
We can make it to both.’ 

Veronica, her eyes sparkling, turned to Val. 

Val tossed the bunch of grapes disgustedly h( 
way, and she caught them neatly. ‘I know, don 
tell me,’ he grumbled. ‘You’ll want another outf 
for that do.’ 

‘Well, it will be a big Hollywood society wedding 
Veronica said, selecting a juicy berry. ‘And you kno' 
what they’re like.’ 

Val groaned, and ducked his head under ±:£ nrss: 
‘Wake me up next Christmas.’ 

Travis griimed at him, then reached nmrs — ^ 
took his mother’s hand and scueensi in nr 
happiness. 

Veronica looked at hirr; srnanir: rLu — rr- 
Gemma?’ she asked quietly. 

Travis shrugged nonchaland'r ^ 

rather comically raised cne brnisr =-~rrr~±rnr:nr 
her forehead, and ~ ~ 

rape-crisis centre in d nvnn. 

Veronica nodded. '‘Smr fr __ 

her son’s han d. "Ym rhn hsr 

T ravis grinned. Tnr 

knows? You 



Val gave a disbelieving snort from beneath the 
sheet. 

Travis grinned, leaned back against his mother s 
headboard and pinched one of her grapes. 
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the exciting new name 

IN WOZVIEN’S FICTION! 


PLEASE HELP ME TO HELP YOU! 


Dear ScMrlet Reader, 

As Editor of Scarlet Books I want to make sure that the 
books I offer you every month are up to the high standards 
Scarlet readers expea. And to do that I need to know a 
little more about you and your reading likes and dislikes. So 
please spare a few minutes to fill in the short questioimaire 
on the following pages and send it to me. 


Looking forward to hearing from you, 

Editor-in-Chief, Scarlet 

P.S. Make sure you look at these end pages in your Scarlet 
books each month! We hope to have some exciting news for 
you very soon. 

Note: further offers which might be of interest may be sent to yon by ether, 
csrefully select^, companies. If you do not vrantto receivcthemjpfcase write to 
Robinson Publishing Ltd, 7 Kensington Qiurch Court, London 4SP,UK. 


QUESTIONNAIRE 

Please tick the appropriate boxes to indicate your answers 

1 Where did you get this Scarlet title? 

Bought in supermarket 

Bought at my local bookstore □ Bought at chain bookstore 
Bought at book exchange or used bookstore 
Borrowed from a friend 

Other (please indicate) 

2 Did you enjoy reading it? 

A lot □ A little □ Not at all □ 

3 What did you particularly like about this book? 

Believable characters □ Easy to read Q 

Good value for money □ Enjoyable locations □ 
Interesting story □ Modem setting □ 

Other 

4 What did you particularly dislike about this book? 


5 Would you buy another Scarlet book? 

Yes □ No □ 

6 What other kinds of book do you enjoy reading? 

Horror □ Puzzle books □ Historical fiction □ 
General fiction Q Crimc/Detcctivc □ Cookery □ 
Other (please indicate) 

7 WTiich magazines do you enjoy reading? 

1 . 

2 . 

3. 


^nd now a little about you - 
8 How old arc you? 

Under 25 □ 25-34 □ 35-*44 □ 

45-54 □ 55-64 □ over 65 □ 


cent. 


□ □ □ □ 


9 'Wlvai is yoMt marital status? 

Single □ Married/living with partner □ 

Widowed Q Scparated/divorced Q 

10 What is your current occupation? 

Employed full-time D Employed part-time Q 
Student □ Housewife fiiU-time D 
Unemployed D Retired D 

n Uo you have children? If so, how many and how old arc they? 


12 What is your annual household income? 


under $15,000 

□ 

or 

£10,000 

□ 

$15-25,000 

□ 

or 

£10-20,000 

□ 

$25-35,000 

□ 

or 

£20-30,000 

□ 

$35-50,000 

Q 

or 

£30-40,000 

O 

over $50,000 

O 

or 

£40,000 

□ 


Miss/Mrs/Ws 
Address 


Thank you for completing this qucstioimmrc. Now tear it out - put 
it in an envelope and send it before 31 August, 1997, to: 


UK addressjNo stamp required 
SCARLET 

FREEPOST LON 3335 
LONDON W8 4BR 
Please use block capitals for 
address 


'Sautf Oxjxn, Editor-in-Chief 

VSAfCan. address 

SCARLET c/o London Bridge 

85 River Rock Drive 

Suite 202 

Buffalo 

NY 14207 




Scarlet titles coming next month: 




TIME TO TRUST Jill Sheldon 

Cord isn’t impressed by the female of the species! And he 
cenainly doesn’t have ‘time to trust’ one of them! It’s just as 
well, then, that Emily is equally reluctant to let a man into 
her life ~ even one as irresistible as Cord. But maybe the 
decision isn’t theirs to make - for someone else has a deadly 
interest in their relationship! 

THE PATH TO LOVE Chrissie Loveday 

Kcrrien has decided that a new life in Australia is just what 

she needs. So she takes a job with Dr Ashton Philips and is 

soon hoping there can be more between them than a working 

relationship. Then Ashton’s sister, Kate, and his glamorous 

colleague, Martine, decide to announce his forthcoming 

marriage! 

^:^LOVERS AND LIARS Sally Steward 

%Eliot Kane is Leanne Warner’s dream man, and she finds 
herself falling deeper and deeper in love with him. When 
Eliot confesses to having memory lapses and, even worse, 
dreams which feature . . . murder, Leanne begins to wonder 
if she’s involved with a man who could be a very, very 
dangerous lover indeed. 

LOVE BEYOND DESIRE Jessica Marchant 
Amy is a thoroughly modem woman. She doesn’t want 
marriage and isn’t interested in commitment. Robert seems 
as happy as she is to keep their relationship casual. And what 
about Paul - does he want more from Amy than just friend* 
ship? Then Amy’s safe and secure world is suddenly shrouded 
in darkness and she has to decide which of these two men she 
can trust with her heart . . . and her future happiness. 





